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FOREWORD 


by Ruth Hagy Brod 


The reality of this book on Ena Twigg and my part in helping 
to bring it into being fulfills a prophecy she gave me on June 
21, 1969. That was the date that my husband, Albert, and I first 
met Ena Twigg. Neither Albert nor I had ever been to a medium 
before. 

We were in England, attending the Anglo-American Confer- 
ence on Urban Planning at Ditchley Manor, near Oxford. I rep- 
resented the city of New York as an assistant to the deputy mayor 
and director of the Mayor’s Volunteer Coordinating Council. My 
husband, a member of the New York Stock Exchange, was there 
as an economic and financial consultant. 

We had a few days to spend in London before taking a brief 
vacation in Spain, and I had written ahead from New York for 
appointments with two or three outstanding British psychics. Our 
interest in meeting them had been sparked by accounts we had 
heard from fellow members of the Association for Research and 
Enlightenment—the Edgar Cayce group. I was particularly im- 
pressed with my friend Lucille Kahn’s account of her sitting with 
Ena Twigg and looked forward to meeting this famous medium, 
although I did not really know what to expect. 

Although I have been a working journalist for over twenty-five 
years and have had careers in all media—newspapers, magazines, 
and television—at the time of our visit to Ena I had been deeply 
immersed in the poverty program and urban problems of New 
York City for seven years. Therefore, it was somewhat surprising 
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to me when Mrs. Twigg said: “That is a fine book you have writ- 
ten. It will help many people.” 

I protested that I had not written a book. She just smiled and 
said: “Well, I see it on the arm of your chair, quite plainly. Make 
note of it.” 

At that moment nothing could have been further from my mind 
than writing a book. But I replied in jest, “Well, maybe it will 
be about you.” We all laughed. 

Two years later the first part of her prediction has come true, 
and here is the Ena Twigg book. It has been a joy and a privilege 
to work on it. 

With the help of Ena’s friends in spirit we hope the second 
part of the prediction will also be fulfilled: that this book will 
help many people. 
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INTRODUCTION 


by the Rt. Rev. Mervyn Stockwood, 
Lord Bishop of Southwark 


My friendship with Ena Twigg goes back many years. When I 
was at the University Church in Cambridge in the 1950's, I gave 
four addresses on Christianity and psychical research. They at- 
tracted large audiences, and subsequently I was asked to provide 
further opportunities for study and discussion. Having recently 
met Ena Twigg at the College of Psychic Science and having been 
impressed with my sitting, I invited her to come to Cambridge 
to give the first lecture. 

As I reflect upon it fifteen years later, I realize it must have 
been an ordeal for her. It was a bitterly cold winter’s night, and 
there had been a heavy snowfall. I did not expect more than a 
handful of people to turn out, but when I opened the doors of 
the University Church, there were several hundred outside. Pro- 
fessor C. D. Broad took the chair, and that in itself must have 
been alarming, as his knowledge of the subject, coupled with the 
scholar’s reluctance to commit himself, was proverbial. And as one 
would expect, the audience was critical and quick to press points. 
If Ena Twigg was nervous, she did not show it. In fact, she came 
through with flying colors. What won the sympathy of her hear- 
ers, including the skeptical, was her sincerity. As somebody put it, 
there was the ring of truth in what she said. Wisely, she did not 
venture into areas of argument which were beyond her compe- 
tence; instead, she confined herself to her experiences. She spoke 
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of her upbringing and of the development of her psychic gifts, 
and she left us with no doubts about her belief in the reality of 
another dimension. She gave several illustrations of the nature of 
this dimension and of its relationship with the world of time and 
space. There was nothing sensational: The talk was characterized 
by restraint and understatement. 

It would be untrue to say that Ena Twigg made “converts” that 
night; that was not her purpose. Her achievement was to bring 
into the open a subject that has been ignored or swept under the 
carpet by people who ought to know better. For instance, in the 
years preceding the war, the Archbishop of Canterbury, Dr. 
Cosmo Lang, set up a commission to inquire into these matters. 
The report of the commission has never been published. The of- 
ficial reason for this curious fate is that the war made it inoppor- 
tune. 

I should have thought that the reverse would have been the 
case. In times of national emergency—and especially at that time, 
with the destructive forces of Adolf Hitler massed against us— 
men are readier to consider the prospect of death and what, if 
anything, may lie beyond. It happened that some years ago I ob- 
tained a copy of the report, and having read it, I believe that 
the reason for its nonpublication was the timidity of Archbishop 
Lang and his colleagues. They preferred to conceal the report 
rather than to face its implications. This timidity is characteristic 
not only of churchmen but of many others. They fear that if they 
show sympathy, they may be regarded as quacks. I remember 
a distinguished physiologist at Cambridge telling me that he 
would have nothing to do with psychical research; he refused to 
read its books, be present at its meetings, or take part in its tests, 
as the whole subject was taboo and not intended for serious 
minds. I suppose he would have said much the same about land- 
ings on the moon had he lived a hundred years ago. 

Nevertheless, the fears that some have are understandable. The 
subject attracts not only the serious-minded but also the cranks 
and the unbalanced; worse still, it can be a breeding ground for 
those who exploit for commercial gain the credulities of the fool- 
ish and the simple. And there are rogues and frauds, as there are 
in most areas of life. I have met a number of them in the séance 
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room. And so there is all the more reason, I should have thought, 
for a serious study of psychical research and psychic phenomena. 
That is precisely what the report of the Archbishop’s commission 
could have done by initiating discussion groups and a scholarly 
approach. 

As I look back upon the thirty years in which I have been ac- 
tively interested, I find this subject to be of special importance 
for two reasons that are of concern to most people. First, if human 
experience goes beyond the five senses, then the world is some- 
thing other than what is commonly supposed. I do not believe 
that the acceptance of the psychic dimension will lead a man to 
religious belief, Christian or another, but I do believe that it will 
make impossible a narrowly materialistic view of life. Once these 
facts are grasped, it might make a difference in individual con- 
duct and goals and in community culture. The permissive, affluent 
society of the West is one of which few of us can be proud. It 
encourages the worst traits in human nature and can reduce per- 
sonality to a caricature of itself. I do not think that Communism 
in its present form provides a satisfactory alternative, and I doubt 
if it ever will. In fact, both “cultures’—if we can misuse such a 
word to describe the values and behavior of our respective com- 
munities—need the sort of root-and-branch conversion that can 
only come when men can see there is something more to life than 
the definitions and limitations of linguistic philosophy. Its mean- 
ingfulness will become meaningless when it is realized that its 
terms of reference are false. 

Second, sooner or later we ponder the question, What if any- 
thing lies beyond the grave? To some the question is accompa- 
nied by apathy, but to most, I suspect, by hope or fear. And in 
many cases the question is first asked in moments of bereavement 
and grief. Does the person who has been so intimately connected 
with us but is now dead still exist? Is an encounter here or in 
the hereafter a possibility? The Church ought to provide the an- 
swer for its followers, but I doubt whether it does except in a 
minority of cases. My experience suggests that most priests are 
ill qualified to provide knowledge, comfort, and assurance; in- 
stead they content themselves with a routine “death patter” they 
picked up at their theological college. Inadequate as it is, it is, 
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perhaps, better than nothing, and “nothing” is all most people can 
provide. 

My contention is that if we were to take psychic studies seri- 
ously, we would learn to appreciate that our experience in this 
world is not the consummation; instead we live now sub specie 
aeternitatis, There are other worlds and dimensions, and this 
should be taught in our schools as a part of our general educa- 
tion. 

We must not confuse a statement of fact about life after death 
in another dimension with the interpretation that a particular re- 
ligion may put upon it. As a Christian I have my own views, 
which on the appropriate occasion I do not hesitate to express. 
Naturally, I hope others—indeed, everybody—will ultimately ac- 
cept this interpretation, but I realize that it cannot be taught in 
our schools, as they must provide for children of all faiths and 
of none. Instead we must concentrate on psychic studies insofar 
as they impinge upon life now and in the future. What a man 
does with this knowledge is his own business. I would hope that 
it might affect his values and behavior in this world, for what 
is the purpose of survival unless those who survive are prepared 
for it? 


There is a principle which is a bar against all infor- 
mation, which is proof against all arguments, which 
cannot fail to keep a man in everlasting ignorance; 
that principle is contempt, prior to investigation. 


—Herbert Spencer 
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THE MISTY PEOPLE 


The chapel at St. Chrétien was small but very beautiful. It was 
my favorite place at school. I loved school—everything about it— 
but the chapel was special. The thrifty sisters of the French order 
were not too generous with candles during the school week, but 
there were always at least two fat tapers on either side of the 
altar sending their flames flickering through the dimness. And 
there were always fresh flowers from the garden mingling their 
sweetness with the incense at the altar. When the sun filtered 
through the stained-glass windows, the polished floor was bathed 
in light and color. 

At every break, while my schoolmates went off to play in the 
yard, I would slip into my favorite corner at the back of the 
chapel to wait until I could watch the procession of people filling 
the pews by ones and twos, kneeling to pray, their faces radiating 
smiles of joy and love. I could feel their love filling the chapel; 
I could see it rising over them, rising over their heads in a rainbow 
ribbon of color. Since I could see through them, I called them 
the misty people. 

One day while drinking in this scene and enjoying it, I was 
disturbed by the faint rustle of something moving near me. I 
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sensed a presence—not a “misty people” presence but a real-body 
presence. I turned and looked up into the kindly face of the 
Mother Superior. Obviously, someone had reported me to Ma 
Mere; why else should she be here, slipping in so quietly beside 
me? I wondered if I would be punished for breaking the rules. 

“What are you doing here all alone, my child?” she asked, her 
voice gentle as a caress. “Why aren’t you outdoors playing with 
the other children?” 

“Why, I am watching all the people praying, Ma Mere,” I re- 
plied. 

“I see, I see,” she said as her eyes, through the steel-rimmed 
glasses, swept the pews empty of my “misty people.” She patted 
my cheek and smiled. “I think perhaps you had better go outside 
and take your break in the open air with the other children,” she 
said. 

There was no rebuke in her voice, nor did I receive the antici- 
pated scolding for breaking the rules and entering the chapel 
without my class and without permission. But the unauthorized 
visits to the chapel did end. Thereafter I only played with my 
“misty friends” at home. 

I was singularly fortunate as a child. No one at school or at 
home thought me eccentric or peculiar—and on the surface I was 
quite a normal little English girl. I never talked about my “misty 
people” to grown-ups, and so I was left alone to visit and chat 
and play with them. They were my best friends, and if sometimes 
my mother or Nanny caught me talking to them—why, many chil- 
dren have imaginary playmates, so they did not take the matter 
seriously. Of course, the people I played with were not visible 
to other people, but there was nothing odd about them to me. 
They didn’t seem imaginary—they seemed quite real. There were 
grown-ups and children like in the real world. 

I cannot remember a time when I wasn’t psychic. I discovered 
when I was only about two or three that I could fly upstairs and 
downstairs after my body had been put to bed. It was very amus- 
ing. I could see and hear what the grown-ups were doing over 
their cups of tea: reading, mending, talking, entertaining friends. 
In the years to come I was to have many out-of-body experiences, 
but as a tiny child all this seemed natural to me, and it was some 
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time before I discovered that there was anything unique or un- 
usual about it. 

In spite of these experiences, I had a very ordinary childhood. 
I was born in Gillingham, Kent, on January 6, just before World 
War I. I was the second of the four children of Harry and Frances 
Baker. My eldest brother was Frank, I came next, and then there 
were my sister, May, and my little brother, Harry, Jr., whom I 
adored and loved to care for. Our whole family was psychic, but 
nobody wanted it, nobody could bear it, nobody talked about it, 
and none of them went any further with it. 

On the surface at least, we were a typical English family living 
a typical English life in a typical English town. Gillingham was 
a thriving center, sharing with neighboring Chatham the impor- 
tance of a British naval base. The army was there too, and the 
military filled the cash registers of the local merchants and busi- 
nessmen—including my father’s, providing a comfortable life for 
us all. 

We had a nanny who looked after us and who now, in her 
eighties, is looking after the next generation. Nanny came when 
I was a baby and was nanny to all of us until we grew up. She 
is a most unusual woman and exerted an important moral and 
spiritual influence on us. She was a tiny bit of a thing but ruled 
us all with a kindly rod of iron. She was the most unworldly per- 
son I have ever known and would give anything and everything 
away. She always impressed upon us not only in words but also 
by example that to live meant to give. She used to say, “You can’t 
give anything away if you give it in love. If you give it in love, 
it comes back another way.” Many, many times throughout my 
life I have had the opportunity to test the profound truth of her 
philosophy. She tried to instill the spirit of sharing and giving 
in us, and I believe that she enriched our lives more than we could 
appreciate when we were younger. 

Mother was Welsh, quite blond, and very good-looking. My fa- 
ther was dark, and I was always told that I looked like him— 
which I took to be a compliment, since I always thought my 
father the handsomest man in the world. I adored my father, and 
my fondest memories are of the times we spent together taking 
long rides over the Kentish downs. I snuggled in the saddle in 
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front of him, smelling the horsy, leathery, tobacco smell that clung 
to his clothes. 

Father had a special way with animals. He had the most fan- 
tastic ability to understand them. He could take a horse and gen- 
ile it and have it eating out of his hand. He never used a harsh 
word; he never used a whip. He seemed able to talk to horses 
and they to understand him. It was the same with dogs or any 
other animal—he could communicate with them. We all inherited 
his interest in animals or acquired it, for our home was always 
filled with all the pets we could cope with: dogs, cats, horses, 
and goats. 

My mother was clairvoyant without knowing it or what it was. 
My father was psychic to a marked degree. In later years my 
mother told me that before World War I my father told her every- 
thing that was going to happen before it did. He had this large, 
very thick glass paperweight. It wasn’t valuable; it was just the 
kind of old thing you could buy in any store. But when he used 
to hold it in his hands, rub it, and feel it, all this stuff, as they 
called it, would come pouring through. Mother didn’t understand 
it at the time. Unhappily, it all became too clear after the war 
started and the “stuff” Papa had predicted came true and was 
confirmed in the newspaper accounts and headlines. 

My brothers and sister were psychic too, but not to the same 
degree. I don’t trink we will ever be able to tell just how much 
psychic potential they had, since we all led very different lives. 
I do recall that once when my brother Harry, who was serving 
in the air force, visited me right after Dunkirk in World War II, 
we were sitting quietly in my living room having a cup of tea 
when suddenly this great column of light began building up in 
front of him and a man’s figure started to materialize as plain 
as day. 

Harry jumped up, very distressed and angry. “What’s happen- 
ing?” he spluttered. “What are you doing? It’s got to stop—stop 
it this minute. Stop it, or ’'m never coming here to see you again 
if you do things like this.” But you see, I couldn’t help it, and 
he was doing it as much as I was—only my brother refused to 
recognize and admit it. 


Ours was a warm, closely knit family, very loving, founded on 
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a firm religious base but never constricted with orthodoxy. We 
were Anglicans and went to church every Sunday, but my parents 
did not hesitate to send me to a Roman Catholic convent school 
because it offered the best education in our town. There is no 
doubt that the school’s spiritual, unworldly atmosphere encour- 
aged the development of my sensitivity. In later years my hus- 
band always said that “a convent education leaves you with one 
skin short, and you are much more sensitive to the world.” It does 
influence a child in his formative years to an unusual degree. For 
me, the convent school and our happy family insulated my natural 
sensitivity and enabled me to grow up more like a normal girl 
than I might have in other circumstances. 

I loved books—especially the ones that told something true— 
and our home was blessed with a fine library, reflecting the litera- 
ture of many countries. We all enjoyed music and lived up to 
our Welsh heritage with lusty family songfests. Father in particu- 
lar used to get me to sit down at the piano while the rest of the 
family gathered around to sing old hymns to my accompaniment. 
It was a very happy time, and my “misty people” added another 
dimension of beauty to it. 

I was thirteen when the Twigg family moved in across the 
street to become our nearest neighbors. Harry and Beatrice Twigg 
had three children: Harry, Jr., a few years older than I, and twin 
girls, Beatrice and Amy, considerably younger. Mr. Twigg had 
retired from the army and had come to Gillingham to go into 
business. 

Harry says he saw me across the road, and from the first mo- 
ment, he knew he always wanted to be with me. I suppose you 
could call it love at first sight, although I didn’t think he put a 
name to the way he felt at the beginning. It is extraordinary the 
way he remembers the clothes I wore the first time he saw me 
and on other occasions—but then Harry has an exceptional mem- 
ory. He was such a matter-of-fact boy that it is odd that he should 
have paid any attention to a girl, but then he was older than I 
and perhaps at the age when he was getting ready for it. 

I was quite excited about our new neighbors also and not ob- 
livious of the admiration of the boy across the street. I never 
missed an opportunity to walk past their house, and when I 
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caught Harry watching me from behind the curtains, I was very 
pleased. If he wasn’t about, I was disappointed. 

We finally met through an Airedale dog named Jack. Harry’s 
parents asked my mother if we would look after the dog because 
they were going away on holiday, and of course, she said Yes. 
We already had so many animals that another dog would not be 
any extra trouble—and it was a neighborly thing to do. That’s how 
it started, and Harry and I have been together ever since. 

Then when I was fourteen years old, a terrible thing happened. 
I had gone to bed that night as usual, when I heard my “misty 
people” say to me, “You're not going to have your daddy much 
longer.” Almost paralyzed with fright, I asked, “Why, what is the 
matter with him?” They did not answer my question and instead 
replied, “A week from today he will be over in our world with 
us. 

In a panic I jumped out of bed, tripping in my haste to find 
my slippers and finally running across the landing to my parents’ 
room. I knelt beside my mother’s side of the bed and shook her 
to waken her. “Mama, Mama, what’s the matter with Daddy?” 
I stammered, chattering with cold and fear. 

Mother awakened, quickly rose from the bed, glanced over at 
my father breathing rhythmically on the other side, and hustled 
me out of the bedroom to my room. 

“Now, what is the matter, Ena?” she said scoldingly. “You ought 
to be ashamed of yourself, waking me up in the middle of the 
night and scaring me half to death with all your nonsense. It’s 
just a dream. You're a big girl now, and you ought to know better. 
Now go back to sleep like a good girl.” 

“But it wasn’t a dream, Mother,” I protested. “It was the ‘misty 
people,’ and they told me they were going to take Daddy away 
with them to their world. In a week. Where will they take him? 
Where is their world?” 

Mother was annoyed but tried to calm and soothe me. Eventu- 
ally I did fall asleep, but when I awakened in the morning, I 
remembered it all vividly and couldn’t shake off the feeling of 
depression. 

The following Friday night I heard my father’s footsteps on 
the top landing, approaching my bedroom to give me my usual 
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nightly kiss as he made the rounds to tuck us children in. Instead 
of hearing the door swing open to admit my beloved father, I 
heard the most awful crash and bang. And then a cry of pain! 
Father had slipped and fallen down the flight of steps. His skull 
was fractured and his spine injured, and at a quarter past one 
on the next Monday he died. It was exactly a week from the night 
when the “misty people” had come to warn me. Unhappily, their 
prediction had come true. 

The years following my father’s death were dark and unhappy. 
I was determined to banish the “misty people” from my life for- 
ever. They, who had brought me so much joy and pleasure and 
beauty—they, whom I had trusted and loved more than anybody 
except my own family—had robbed me of the one I loved best. 
I wanted no part of them or of any more out-of-body travels or 
of any of me that was different from other people. The pain of 
the loss was sometimes so unbearable that I wanted to die too. 
I looked to Mother, to the convent, to the Church, for comfort 
to ease the pain, but only time brought any relief. I learned then 
how the bereaved can suffer, and I have always been sensitive 
and responsive to them because of my own experience. 

Every seven years there is a change, an awakening, when all 
the body cells renew themselves. And so I began a new cycle 
of my life. During this period of unhappiness I lived a more in- 
tense inner life; despite my eagerness to be normal, my sensitivity 
and psychic potential were thrusting deeper roots into my subcon- 
scious than I was aware of. 

After about eighteen months of widowhood Mother remarried. 
This created the most devastating change and disturbance in the 
family. We children had all adored our father. He was the sun 
around which all our love and lives revolved. We loved our 
mother very much and did not begrudge her a chance at happi- 
ness, but her new husband was so completely opposite and differ- 
ent from Father that it made life extremely difficult. 

During the dark years I came to lean more and more on Harry. 
He was there, a solid rock to which I could cling whenever the 
waves of sorrow and depression swept over me. Although he 
could not share or understand the strange, unseen world that to 
me was more real than the physical world of the five senses, his 


30 AUTOBIOGRAPHY OF A MEDIUM 


love and affection were always unquestioning and accepting. He 
helped to fill the aching void left by my father’s death. 

I left school, and I was so desperately unhappy at home that 
it seemed best to get away from the whole situation and to get 
married. And that is what Harry and I did. I was only seventeen 
years old at the time. We had a very small wedding with just 
the immediate family present. 

As long as I had known Harry, he had always talked about 
going to sea; soon after we were married, he joined the navy and 
shipped out to the Far East. We had taken a little flat and I tried 
to busy myself learning to become a good housewife. We had 
very little money, so I had to learn to be very thrifty. I learned 
to cook and do my own work, tasks not too easy for a girl who 
had been brought up in a home with plenty of help and a devoted 
nanny. And despite the excitement and pride of being a bride, 
I was lonely. 

My ESP kept popping up from time to time at unexpected mo- 
ments and places. I could walk into a room, a strange room, and 
immediately know what was going to happen or what had already 
happened. I might be having tea with some friends, and as they 
talked, I would suddenly think, Why do you bother to tell such 
lies? I could see right through them—they were as transparent 
as my “misty people” had been. I didn’t like this happening, and 
I tried to suppress it; but the springs of ESP, when shut off in 
one place, would just bubble up in another. 

I didn’t understand my feelings and premonitions. I couldn't 
share them with my family because they didn’t understand them 
either, and they just felt uncomfortable hearing about them. I had 
never read any book dealing with the psychic, the metaphysical, 
or any facet of this subject, nor had I had any contact with any- 
thing spiritual outside of church and school, so I could not put 
a name to this part of me. 

I had been married for two years and had just turned nineteen 
when I suddenly got this clairvoyant vision of Harry, who was 
then in South Africa. I had increasingly been “tuning in” to him 
everywhere in the world—I always knew what the weather was 
like no matter where he was, and often I could tell what he was 
doing. On this day I had a strong feeling that Harry and a group 
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of people were on a mountain and that they were lost and in 
danger. 

I saw a red-and-white shirt lying on the ground on the moun- 
tainside. I saw people searching. I was not asleep. I was wide 
awake. The whole scene was unfolding before me like a miniature 
movie, in full color, on a screen without a border. The people 
were moving about quite naturally, and except for the fact that 
they were in miniature, everything was quite real and clear. 

I sat down and wrote to Harry immediately, describing this 
vision. Apparently our letters crossed because shortly afterward 
I received a letter from Harry, posted about the same time I had 
posted mine. In it Harry described the incident I had seen clair- 
voyantly. He had been on Table Mountain with a group of people 
when 2 heavy cloud blanket descended, and they could not find 
their way back. They had put out the red-and-white checked 
shirt worn by one of the men as a signal to attract any rescuers 
searching for them. Finally they were found and led to safety. 
This kind of clairvoyance was ESP on the level of the physical 
world. It was not contact with another world, which came later 
as my mediumship developed. At the time, though, I knew noth- 
ing of this entire subject, and I could not bear to read anything 
in books about it. 

It was not too long after this incident that a more important 
signal of things to come was given to me through my father, who 
has been guiding me ever since from the Other Side. Things were 
difficult for my mother, and she had many problems in her mar- 
ried life. One night she came over to my apartment and told me 
about a current difficulty that she was trying to resolve. I listened 
sympathetically, my heart aching for her. I said, “Ill try to help 
if I can,” but at that moment I hadn’t the faintest idea of how 
I could help. 

There was a large picture of my father on the wall of my living 
room. As Mother went on relating her problem, my father’s eyes 
seemed to draw me to the photograph. They seemed to be looking 
straight at me and through me, reassuringly saying, “Yes, I am 
with you, and I am going to help.” I looked back at my father, 
feeling very close to him, and I was flooded with a sense of peace 


32 AUTOBIOGRAPHY OF A MEDIUM 


and utter confidence that he was very near and that he would 
help. 

I saw Mother out when she left, and as I closed the doors, I 
sniffed at the strange odor that pervaded the hallway. It was an 
unmistakable stable smell. The living room was filled with the 
same smell. I looked about to see what could be causing it. There 
was absolutely nothing in the living room or the hallway that 
could have produced it—except Father, who had always smelled 
of the horses and stables he had loved. I was sure he had been 
there with us. I wanted desperately to tell someone, to share this 
extraordinary experience, but I knew better than to confide in my 
family. So the next morning I told the old man who came to work 
in the garden. He gave me a queer look, shook his head, and went 
on working. 

Later I had an equally strange experience when Harry’s father 
was stricken with a heart attack. He wanted the two of us at his 
bedside day and night. He died early one Sunday morning, and 
I heard a voice saying to me: “Mr. X [naming a certain person] 
will come here this very morning and will discuss business with 
Harry’s mother involving a sum of money. He will make her an 
offer.” The voice told me what the man would say and what it 
would mean for Harry’s mother if she accepted the offer. The 
voice concluded with: “It will not be good for her to accept the 
offer.” It was an extraordinary thing to happen, and I immediately 
repeated the entire conversation to Harry. 

At 10:30 a.M. Mr. X arrived, and from the moment he ap- 
peared, everything unfolded as the voice had predicted: He used 
the precise words I had heard, he made the offer, and he named 
the sum of money I was forewarned he would offer. Since we 
already knew the outcome, Harry advised his mother to refuse. 


a 


SPIRIT LIFESAVERS 


Harry was posted to Malta, the headquarters of the British Medi- 
terranean fleet and the principal naval depot in the area, and I 
began my years of globe-trotting from post to post to be with 
him as much as possible. 

I loved Malta. My first impression was that it was barren and 
stony, for there are absolutely no trees there that grow naturally, 
but after a time I found the marvelous cathedrals and churches, 
the archaeological and architectural treasures, and the beautiful 
harbor. They more than compensated for any scenic deficiencies. 
I have always been interested in what makes people tick, and I 
found the people of the islands lovely and kind and friendly. 
I have never been as impressed with intellectual book knowledge 
as with instinctive wisdom and a grasp of realities, and I admired 
the pride of the native Maltese in their ancient lineage. They be- 
lieve themselves to be direct descendants of the Phoenicians who 
first mastered the seas. Although the official language of the coun- 
try was supposed to be English, the Maltese spoke a potpourri 
of Carthaginian, Arabic, and Italian. Still, I had no difficulty in 
communicating with them. 

Since the Knights of Malta were the great defenders of Chris- 
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tianity and since the Apostle Paul is said to have been ship- 
wrecked on the island, I suppose it is natural that religion has 
become the most important aspect of life for the Maltese. I used 
to wander in and out of their innumerable churches, admiring 
the glorious statues. The Maltese seem to have a religious fiesta 
almost every second day. It is the principal recreation of the peo- 
ple. I never ceased to wonder at the Good Friday processions, 
in which the penitents wear chains and flagellate themselves and 
the men carry enormous statues on heavy platforms through the 
streets on their bleeding shoulders. I wondered: Should religion 
be like this? Couldn’t we be more fulfilled by living our lives fully 
without punishing our bodies? 

I could not help thinking a good deal about religion. It was 
sO pervasive everywhere. Gradually a number of convictions were 
becoming more and more apparent to me as I watched the reli- 
gious observances of the Maltese. 

Of course, there were other aspects to life as well at a naval 
base. There was a lot of social activity and gaiety. I loved to 
dance, and as a rather young and attractive woman I enjoyed my 
share of attention and compliments from Harry’s gallant and flir- 
tatious colleagues. It wouldn’t be the British Navy without a bit 
of fun. And there were always the cooking, washing, and house- 
cleaning to do. I tried to remember my father’s advice and keep 
a sense of balance between the inner and outer worlds. He used 
to say, “My girl, no matter how high up in the clouds you've got 
your head, always keep your feet on the ground.” 

I took trips around the Mediterranean whenever possible, and 
on my first trip to Cyprus I had a vivid precognitive experience 
that upset me. I was looking forward to a visit to the mythical 
birthplace of Venus, with its beautiful beaches. Everyone aboard 
the ship was gay and chattering away as people do when they 
approach a new place and a new experience. Suddenly my 
“voices” said to me, “When you go around the bend, there will 
be a ship with a lot of yellow sails. There will be a large black 
man on deck and a crowd of people behind him.” Well, this 
seemed idiotic to me. 

And just then we came around the point, and a full view of 
the harbor unfolded. There, plain for anybody to see, was this 
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large ship with yellow sails, Right in the bow was the command- 
ing figure of a resplendently dressed black officer, and all the rest 
of the scene was as described to me by my voices. 

The sight of that yellow-sailed ship from some far-off African 
land shook me up a bit because the whole incident was so bizarre. 
Today I know that researchers would say that I had received a 
telepathic message; but who on that yellow-sailed ship could have 
known or been interested in sending a mental impression to an 
obscure little navy wife named Ena Twigg to herald her arrival 
in Nicosia? 

The incident disturbed me in another way. I had been more 
ready to accept as natural these “happenings” when they were 
tied to my loved ones—my family or dear friends. But now “it” 
was popping up in strange places and involving people previously 
unknown to me. A realization slowly grew in me that I had some- 
thing quite extra—something that other people didn’t have, some- 
thing like the extra zip which some brands of petrols are supposed 
to have. . 

There were short tours of duty for Harry in Alexandria and 
other ports of the Mediterranean. IJ listened to the many stories 
of the occult that are legend in Egypt. I was fascinated with the 
variety of religions, ancient as well as contemporary, that abound 
in the Middle East. 

It was our sojourn in Palestine, however, that made the most 
profound impression upon me. Harry was stationed at Haifa, and 
we lived outside the city in a Jewish community, Bath Galim, just 
at the foot of Mt. Carmel. Most of the residents were refugees 
from Hitler’s Germany. For the first time I heard the stories of 
the hatred and persecution that had driven them from their home- 
lands. The enormity of what was happening in Germany was only 
dimly perceived in those days, but in Palestine the trickle of Jew- 
ish people emigrating from Europe swelled to a river, and the 
consequences were direct and explosive. In 1936 the Arabs staged 
a national and political strike that set off three years of terror. 
There were guerrilla attacks. Bombs went off, exploding buses 
and their passengers, and once night fell, snipers lurked every- 
where. The British and the Jews united in their efforts to control 
the Arab uprising, and it was during this period that the Haganah 
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came into being—ultimately to become the underground army 
that won Jewish liberation from Great Britain and the establish- 
ment of the state of Israel. 

One night we were returning from Haifa with some friends. 
As we passed the English Cemetery, the tires of our car were 
shot out by snipers. As our men got out to see what damage had 
been done, the snipers behind the wall began taking potshots at 
us. It was touch and go, and I thought our final hour had arrived. 
Although the car was pockmarked with bullet holes and the tires 
were all ruined, we did escape. 

Despite the daily danger, I was able to visit the holy places— 
shrines of Jew, Christian, and Muslim. I vibrated like a violin 
string as impressions of the past played upon my sensitivity; I 
re-created and relived the history of these hallowed places. The 
full meaning of the Christ message and presence was everywhere, 
but it seemed quite a different truth than the one we encountered 
in our churches. Despite all the different labels, it seemed clear 
to me that all religions were saying the same thing. 

The Bahai religion seemed to me closest to the truth. In Accra 
the Bahai sect had built a magnificent tomb for the founder of 
its faith. This shrine was surrounded by a glorious garden, always 
watered and green, where the people trudging up the dusty hot 
road could find refreshment for body and spirit. The Bahai re- 
ligion is one of the most comprehensive, professing faith in one 
God while recognizing the legitimacy of all the diverse roads that 
different religions take toward the one common universal God. 
Bahai temples are built in the round, with nine doorways, each 
representing a major religion. I liked the garden and I liked the 
philosophy and I often trudged the dusty road to sit in this green 
oasis. I felt in harmony there and at peace. Although all the reli- 
gions I encountered in the exotic Middle East were teaching the 
brotherhood of man, man was not listening except in this green 
garden, which was watered not only by prayers but also by uni- 
versal love and tolerance. 

The message certainly was not getting through to the Arabs 
and Jews; their struggle increased and intensified. After a year 
Harry's ship was ordered back to Malta. The captain of my hus- 
band’s ship was concerned about my safety, for by then it was 
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too dangerous to travel the normal way, on a passenger ship. So 
I was bundled aboard a military transport to make our way back. 

I had been back in Malta only a few days when I realized there 
was something wrong with me. I suffered with nausea and pain, 
and after a week of this I went to see a doctor. He told me I 
had acute appendicitis and must be operated upon immediately. 
I was taken over to King George V Hospital in Floriana. The staff 
was kind and considerate, and the nurse who wheeled me into 
the operating room smiled reassuringly and told me it wasn’t go- 
ing to hurt at all. 

Then the anesthetist took over, and suddenly I realized that 
one of me was on the operating table and that another me, sus- 
pended just below the ceiling, was looking down at the table 
and observing everything. I had had many out-of-body experi- 
ences since childhood, so this seemed quite natural and common- 
place. I could hear everything that the doctors and staff were 
saying. When the surgeon’s knife cut into my flesh, I thought, 
My girl, this is going to hurt—but it didn’t at all. When I returned 
to my body and to consciousness, I was in my own white bed 
in the hospital room, looking into Harry’s anxious face. 

After I was discharged from the hospital and returned home 
to convalesce, I couldn’t seem to recover my strength. The doctor 
prescribed nourishing food, tonics, and medicines, but nothing 
seemed to help. I grew steadily weaker. I could hardly drag my- 
self around to do the simplest chores, and as for going out, that 
was a thing of the past. At first Harry tried to look confident and 
cheerful, but I saw the lines of worry deepening around his eyes 
and mouth, Finally they all decided that I had better return to 
England to consult English doctors. Besides, Harry thought the 
change would do me good. I suspected that what they were really 
thinking was that I was going to die, and if so, that I had better 
be in England for burial. 

I was put aboard a Yugoslav ship—the Alba Julia—bound for 
Marseilles. After a dreadful voyage, I crossed France by train. 
I don’t know to this day how I got back to England—something 
stronger than I was must have helped. Harry's father met me at 
Victoria Station and took me home to stay with them, since I 
could not care for myself. 
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Now the English doctors had a go at me. A London specialist 
said that my heart had been damaged by the operation and en- 
suing illness and that I must be prepared to be very careful if 
I wanted to go on living. 

“Shall I always be like this?” I asked him. 

He nodded and replied, “I’m afraid you will.” 

This was the verdict sentencing me to the life of an invalid. 
During the year, I grew weaker and weaker. My weight went 
down to six stone (eighty-four pounds on American scales). I 
could scarcely lift the coverlet, which felt like a leaden weight. 
Harry was given leave so that he could be home with me. I think 
everyone was sure that I was about to die. Looking back to that 
nightmare time, I believe it was all part of a plan. 

I believe that before we are ready for a revelation, before we 
can make any big upward step, we are confronted with a terrific 
problem. It can be an emotional one, a material one, a spiritual 
one, or one of mental or physical suffering. How we deal with 
that situation determines how we are going to go on. Nobody 
confronted with a big challenge is ever the same afterward. You 
either go on and become a much bigger person, or you are left 
a very bitter person. A person gains by these experiences and 
absorbs them into his subconscious if he is seeking understanding, 
spiritual insight, and evolution. The person who shuts his eyes 
and refuses to face a problem cannot advance spiritually. One 
can never relax, never grow lazy and comfortable, and think that 
one has paid one’s debt and is therefore exempt from future trials. 
You can’t pay cash and be done with it. 

I have always had a strong feeling that we must do things for 
ourselves—we can’t wait for everything to be done for us. And 
I still believe that our conscious cooperation with a seen and un- 
seen world is one means by which we can really help ourselves 
overcome most difficulties. 

I made up my mind I was not doing to die. I was going to 
try to get well. 

Then one evening the door of my bedroom opened, and three 
people walked in. One was an old man, the other a young man, 
and the third a woman, carrying a tray covered with a towel. 
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They were quite real, but transparent. I thought, Oh, here are 
my “misty people” again. I suppose I am about to die. 

The three visitors came to the foot of my bed and then around 
to the side, and the older man spoke to me: “We want you to 
tell us everything—all the illnesses you have ever had. We are 
going to make you well.” 

As I recited my medical history, the young man wrote every- 
thing down in a notebook. Then the senior member of the trio 
uncovered the tray, and I saw that it held a syringe and a num- 
ber of ampules. He filled the syringe from one of the ampules 
and inserted the needle into the base of my neck. I saw the needle 
go in, I felt the fullness that accompanies an injection, and then 
I lost consciousness. 

When I awoke the next morning, I told Harry what had oc- 
curred. At first he just looked at me, poor man, thinking my mind 
was going. “Look here, at the bottom of my neck, and tell me 
if there is a mark there,” I insisted, pointing to the spot of the 
injection. Harry looked, and indeed there was a mark that could 
have been a needle puncture. 

After that first visit the three spirit people came regularly every 
Tuesday night. I began to recover, to feel more cheerful. I told 
Harry that I wouldn’t need the regular medical doctor anymore. 
My appetite improved, and I began to gain weight, slowly at first, 
and more steadily as I was able to leave my bed and move 
around. The visits continued for six months. Then my spirit 
friends came for the last time, and they said, “Our job is done. 
You are well.” 

I asked them how I could repay them. They answered, “By giv- 
ing to others that which you have received.” 

“I will gladly give the rest of my life to you, for it belongs to 
you,” I told them earnestly, meaning every word. “Without your 
aid I would never have lived. I would be dead. But tell me, how 
can I repay this debt?” 

The older man tore a page out of the young man’s notebook 
and wrote something on it. “Here is an address,” he said. “Go 
to this house.” And with that they were gone. 

I told Harry about this conversation and showed him the piece 
of paper, bearing the address of a house in a nearby town. “I’m 
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not going to any strange house where I don’t know the people 
and tell them the spirit people sent me,” Harry demurred. “They 
will think us crazy.” 

“Well, I have to go; I promised,” I retorted with a flash of my 
old spirit. “Then Ill go alone.” 

Harry did not like the idea of me wandering around a strange 
town at night by myself, so grumpily he agreed to come along. 
We found the house and rang the doorbell. A lady came to the 
door. “I don’t know what you will think,” I ventured a bit timidly, 
“but people from the other world told me to come.” 

Our hostess was not at all startled by what I said but acted 
quite naturally and replied, “Do come in. It’s our circle night.” 
Harry and I went upstairs, where we saw a group of people sit- 
ting around a table. We were given chairs to join the circle and 
were informed that these good people had just lost their medium. 
I wasn’t quite sure what they were talking about, but it didn’t 
matter because almost immediately I knew no more. 

When I returned to consciousness, I was told that I had been 
in a trance and that spirits had communicated through me. 

“You are a medium—a natural medium,” the people told me. 

I was stunned and bewildered. What did it mean? The word 
“medium” had no meaning for me at that moment. I had experi- 
enced psychic or ESP manifestations all my life, and they were 
so much a part of me, although an unwanted part, that I ac- 
cepted them as quite natural. But going into a trance and com- 
municating with spirits from another world—that was something 
else again. I asked myself, Why me? and the answer came right 
back. I had promised my life to the spirit people who had healed 
me. Obviously, my life had been given back to me to be used 
by the Unseen. Now that I had this tremendous challenge before 
me, I knew I had to explore this other dimension and find out 
what it was I was receiving and from where it came. 

The people in this circle, the first I had ever encountered, asked 
me if I would replace the medium they had just lost. I had no 
training, and I hadn’t the remotest notion of how to begin, but 
the spirit people did the job. One of the first communicators who 
came through me was a man who said he was Ajax, from ancient 
Greece. We subjected him to all kinds of tests, and he seemed 
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to pass them. He remained with the circle for a time to instruct 
us and then left. Others came, and they seemed to communicate 
good sense—nothing ultrareligious or mystical that did not relate 
to life on this plane. They seemed quite sane, truthful, and accu- 
rate. We treated our spirit visitors as real friends and with re- 
spect; they reciprocated in kind.* 

When I was first made aware of my mediumship, I had no idea 
of the long, hard road of discipline, learning, testing, and humility 
I would have to travel to develop my natural sensitivity. In the 
beginning I myself took no hand in planning, I let the Other Side 
take over and unfold everything in its own way. 

The wife of a dear friend of ours had died of cancer. He was 
inconsolable. One Sunday morning he came over to see us, he 
told Harry and me, “My life doesn’t mean anything to me any- 
more—not a thing. I’m going to kill myself.” Idly he picked up 
the Sunday paper and was arrested by a headline that said, “you 
CAN TALK TO THE DEAD.” It was an article written by Shaw 
Desmond. It seemed like an answer to his cry of despair. Our 
friend wrote to Shaw Desmond, who put him in touch with 
Louisa Bolt, a well-known voice medium. He began attending her 
circle once a month and was able to communicate with his wife. 

One day he rang up and said with great excitement, “I have 
an important message for Ena from the spirit world. She is going 
to demonstrate clairvoyance on a spiritualist platform very soon.” 

“That is the biggest joke in either world,” I replied. “Take a 
service indeed! Why, I wouldn’t know the first thing to do. I 
would be petrified.” 

A few days later the phone rang, and Harry answered it. Cov- 
ering the receiver with his hand, he called out to me, “Ena, it’s 
the Christian Spiritualist Church. They've booked the Odd Fel- 
lows Hall for tomorrow night, and the medium is ill. She can’t 
do it. They want to know if you will take the service. What shall 
I tell them?” 

I must explain that it was the custom in those days for Spiritual- 
ist churches, which seldom owned their own buildings, to rent 


* Ena Twigg, “How I Became a Medium,” The Psychic Reader, ed. Martin 
Ebon (New York: World Publishing Co., 1969). 
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a hall for their congregations to meet in. Many of the visitors who 
attended were attracted by the medium, who would give clair- 
voyant messages from the Other Side to members of the audi- 
ence. This is what I was being asked to do. 

I was panicked in spite of the fact that the original prediction 
had come from the spirit world. “Tell them I will call back. I 
have to think,” I instructed Harry as I fled upstairs. I tried to 
talk to the spirits. I repeated over and over again, “I know I can’t 
do it.” 

The answer came back: “Just take your body along to the 
service, old girl; we'll do the rest.” 

And that is the way it happened, and that is the way I began. 

It has been many years since I did public demonstrations, but 
to this day I can remember the feeling. As I stood on that Odd 
Fellows Hall platform for the first time in my life, facing an au- 
dience, I felt as though my hair were sprouting a tangle of electric 
wires that were attached to some invisible master switchboard 
near the ceiling. When a message came through the switchboard, 
the signal tugged at one of the wires, pulling my scalp. Then the 
current connected with the intended recipient. When the right 
person was found, there was a click, and I knew that the person 
for whom the message was meant had been reached and that the 
communication from the Other Side had been consummated. 

The meeting must have gone well, for the messages came 
through thick and fast. Afterward I was besieged by people 
asking for private sittings. I soon had an experience in which I 
was confronted with the awesome responsibility of the job I had 
undertaken. A young man who had recently lost his wife came 
to see me. His wife was a good communicator, and the sitting 
seemed to bring him great comfort and hope. As we finished, he 
took out a vial from his pocket and told me it was filled with 
poison. He showed it to me, saying, “If I hadn’t found the truth 
here that my darling survived, I was going to swallow this.” 

How inadequate I sometimes feel to serve in the way that I 
have been asked since that first service. 


3 


SURVIVING THE WAR 


Many weeks before World War II was declared, the spirits told 
me that it was coming. Of course, it did not require supernormal 
powers to know that the Nazi poison clouds would not be kept 
away by Neville Chamberlain’s peace umbrella. I was assured 
over and over again by the spirits that Harry would come through 
all his many dangers and return alive. This was a comfort to us 
personally, but this one shaft of light was not sufficient to dispel 
the heavy, smothering foreboding that haunted me night and 
day. 

The docks at nearby Chatham were teeming with activity. 
Gillingham was a hive of gossip, rumors, speculation, as the men 
of so many of the families living there were in the regular forces. 
They were used to preparing for separation, but this was differ- 
ent. Like all Britons, I worried for my country and prayed for 
victory and for the safety of our loved ones and neighbors. As 
a sensitive, I suffered the crushing weight of doom because of 
all the deaths to come and the mourners to be comforted. 

I was extremely grateful that finally, after seven years of 
doubting, Harry had been converted some time before the war 
scare, for I felt that his new faith would help to see him through. 
It came about in a rather funny way, and since I was in a trance 
when it happened, I will let Harry describe it in his own way: 
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We used to sit in a group—three men and Ena—and we gen- 
erally sat for an hour. After the hour was over, we would close 
down the circle. At this time I was not convinced. I was in- 
tensely interested, but I was not a believer. Suddenly one night, 
Ena went into a trance, and somebody started to speak through 
her. This was most unusual because she seldom went into trance 
at these home circle meetings. We tried to find out who was 
speaking, and we were told that it was my father. 

Knowing that my wife knew everything about me and about 
my family, and knowing how critical she was and how skeptical 
I was, I told the other two men that if my father was really 
there and wanted to convince me, he would have to give me 
something that my wife knew nothing about; otherwise it 
wouldn’t satisfy either of us. 

My two companions asked me what I would consider a sub- 
ject that Ena would know nothing about. I thought for a moment 
and then it came to me—Masonic ritual. Ena not only knew 
nothing about Masonic ritual—she was actually opposed to the 
entire idea of Freemasonry. 

Now, the thing that would interest me is if this person who 
says he is my father can give me the passwords and the grips 
between the second and third degrees. I would certainly believe 
him, particularly because my father had been the person in 
charge of this ceremony. Moreover, at one of the ceremonies 
something unusual happened, known only to him and to me and 
the other person participating in the ceremony. 

I stretched out my hand, and Ena gave me the grips and the 
passwords—all the time remaining in a trance. Then my father, 
speaking through Ena, described the unusual incident that had 
occurred during the ceremony, which was very evidential to me, 
since no one knew it, least of all Ena. 

However, the most outstanding feature of the entire séance 
was that my father would never have imparted or displayed 
Masonic secrets or rituals before people unless they were Masons. 
And the other two men sitting in our group were Masons. The 
three of us were Masons, and moreover, Ena not only didn’t 
know anything about it, she didn’t want to know, because as I 
mentioned, she was very much against the whole business. So 
this certainly set me right back, and it was from that time on 
that I became absolutely convinced that communication with the 
Other Side was possible and a fact. 
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On April 9, 1940, Hitler attacked Denmark and Norway, the 
Chamberlain government fell, and Winston Churchill formed our 
national wartime government. Within hours Harry’s ship, the Re- 
nown, embarked. 

I was in the kitchen one evening, washing the dishes, when 
I felt the presence of my father very strongly. I noticed an orange 
disk of light on the wall. I looked about to find the source, think- 
ing at first it must be a reflection from outside. There was noth- 
ing. Then I knew it must be coming from the Other Side. All 
during the war years it appeared—a symbol of safety and pro- 
tection. When it didn’t, I headed for the bomb shelters or my 
ambulance depot to go on duty, for I knew the bombs were 
coming. 

“Crisis telepathy” is the most common form of ESP and occurs 
more often than any other phenomenon. Even the most skeptical 
researchers concede this. Under the pressure of strong emotion 
or tragedy, communication between loved ones knows neither 
time nor space. Whether it was “crisis telepathy” or heightened 
communication with my spirit people, especially with my father, 
I do not know. I do concede that the emotional state we were 
experiencing—the constant fear and anxiety—developed and 
stimulated my sensitivity and receptivity. There never was a time 
when Harry was in danger that I did not know of or hear about 
from the Other Side. 

Water carries a tremendous amount of power for me, and I am 
extremely susceptible to running water. Frequently visions and 
communications would come when I was at the kitchen sink 
washing up. 

I was at the sink when I heard Harry’s voice saying, “I’m all 
right, sweetheart, I’m all right.” I knew immediately something 
was wrong. 

I turned on the radio. I scanned the newspaper. Nothing had 
been reported. I went to see my mother, and I told her that I 
knew there was something wrong with Harry’s ship, but I couldn't 
make out what it was. She did her best to console me. “There 
is so much going on with the war; it could be anything,” she said. 
“At least you know he will be all right.” 

I tried to put the feeling to one side. That evening I heard one 
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of the communicators say: “Now, whatever you hear and what- 
ever you fear, he’s perfectly safe. It’s all right.” I did have faith 
in my spirits and their communications, but a medium is also a 
woman and a human being, and on that level, I was filled with 
anxiety. I couldn’t “see” or “hear” what had happened, and there 
was no news from the mundane world either. 

The next day I went out with friends. We spent the afternoon 
together, and then we all went back to my place for tea. One 
of my guests, the father of the popular TV entertainer John Bolt, 
star of the Black and White Minstrels’ Show, asked if he could 
put the radio on. 

As he turned the dial, we could hear Winston Churchill’s voice 
addressing the House of Commons. He was announcing that the 
Renown had been in action off the coast of Norway at Narvik, 
and had been hit. The ship had been out of radio contact for 
forty-eight hours, but the government had just received a com- 
munication from it, saying it was safe. 

Harry served for eight months aboard the Renown, teaching 
deep-sea diving and underwater-repair techniques to the crew 
members who were the front line against submarine damage be- 
low deck and shell fire above. It was a dangerous duty, and al- 
though he never discussed it (for Harry is excessively modest), 
I knew and believe with all my being that it was faith in the 
spirits that brought him through safely. 

Harry was transferred to the Arethusa, the only cruiser to sur- 
vive five trips on the deadly run between Malta and Alexandria. 
One evening I saw Harry in the water with blood on his face, 
and I heard my father say: “It’s all right. We have him quite safe. 
He will be all right.” 

After my previous experience, that word from my father was 
quite enough, and I awaited a cable from my husband telling 
me he was safe. Next day the expected cable arrived, saying, 
“EVERYTHING FINE”—which to me meant that everything was any- 
thing but fine. The Arethusa had been torpedoed and was due 
back at the Chatham docks for repair. There was nothing but ut- 
ter silence as to the whereabouts of the Arethusa and Harry. I 
learned that the hit had been quite serious and that many of the 
crew had been lost. At least I knew that Harry was alive, but 
where was he? 
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Since I could get no satisfaction from either my husband or 
the Navy Department, I got out a map of the world and asked 
the spirit people, “Where is he now?” They showed me Charles- 
ton, South Carolina, in America. I thought this was strange, but 
since the spirit people are seldom wrong, I sat down and wrote an 
airmail letter to my husband, addressed in care of the Arethusa, 
U.S. Naval Station, Charleston, South Carolina. 

I received an airmail reply by return mail. Harry was furious. 
“Where did you get this information?” he demanded. “You'll get 
me court-martialed and the pair of us in jail. This is highly classi- 
fied secret information.” I wrote back that I had received the in- 
formation from the atlas and my spirits, a likely story that Harry 
had great difficulty explaining to his officers. 

It appeared that the Arethusa, after being torpedoed near 
Alexandria, had started to make its way back to the Chatham 
docks. Midvoyage they received news that the docks had been 
bombed, and they were ordered to the American base for repairs. 
A great many of the crew were lost, and Harry sustained a slight 
eye injury. 

One night I went up to bed in my blacked-out bedroom. I was 
lying there quietly, thinking how unusually quiet it was—there 
were no planes going over, no buzz bombs, no searchlights. I be- 
came aware that the whole room was being lit up with a rosy, 
silvery light. Then I was looking into the far distance at a man 
kneeling at an altar in a very large church. I don’t know how we 
communicated, but I said to him, “For whom are you praying?” 

“I am praying for the souls of those who will be coming to 
our world tomorrow,” he replied. 

“Why tomorrow?” I asked. “How is tomorrow to be different 
from other days?” 

He said, “Tomorrow is D Day, the beginning of the invasion 
of France. There is your husband’s ship. It will be one of the first 
cruisers in. It will be hit fore and aft, but at eight o'clock 
a fortnight tomorrow, your husband will be safe at your front 
door.” 

I then saw the entire D Day landing unfold as though on a 
movie screen. I saw the planes, the gliders; I saw the men in the 
water, the blood, the shooting. It was absolutely terrifying. I put 
my bedside light on and looked at the time. It was midnight. I 
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got up, dressed, went downstairs. There wasn’t a searchlight on, 
a gun firing, the sound of a plane going over. It was one of the 
quietest nights we had had in many months. 

I thought I might be going mad, although I was quite sure that 
I had seen what I had seen and heard what I had heard. I couldn't 
have just imagined it all, because until that vision, I had never 
seen one of the gliders that were used in the invasion. I stayed 
downstairs, making pots of tea, just waiting for something to be- 
gin. At half past four the planes started coming over. One of 
the planes crashed, and the explosion of the bombs lit up the sky. 
I turned on the six o’clock news, but there was nary a mention 
of invasion on the radio. On the eight o’clock news we were told 
that the invasion had started at half past four that morning. 

A fortnight later, on the very Tuesday that had been predicted, 
at 8 a.M., the time I had written down, Harry rang the front- 
door bell. Everything was exactly as the spirits had predicted. 

At home we went about our daily lives with whatever grace 
and courage we could muster. We did our bit, trying to share 
our meager rations, observing the blackouts, working at volunteer 
jobs. I worked in the Ambulance Corps, trying to ease the pain 
of the injured with first aid and prayers. Later I was a fire warden 
and patrolled the street wearing my steel hat. 

Our house was bombed twice in one week. I was next door 
with a friend I had known from my convent-school days, help- 
ing her cope with her twin girls and an hysterical dog. The 
bombs broke all the glass, but by then I had helped her get the 
little family into the bomb shelter. When the “all clear” sounded, 
I went out to see what damage had been done. One of our neigh- 
bors came along the street and looked at me anxiously. “Are you 
all right, Mrs. Twigg?” he asked. 

“Perfectly all right,” I replied, and then I looked at myself and 
realized that I was covered with glass from head to foot. He of- 
fered to come with me and help me clean up. Just as we got in- 
doors, the planes came back and started to drop bombs again. 
I knocked this big six-foot four-inch man to the ground and coy- 
ered him with cushions, trying to protect him with my five-foot 
two-inch body. It was really very funny, and he and I had a good 
laugh over it despite the bombs. If we hadn’t kept some sense 
of humor in those days, we all would have broken. 
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During these difficult years Nanny’s law of “giving with love” 
over and over again demonstrated its validity and truth dra- 
matically. We used to get an ounce of butter a week, two ounces 
of meat, a tiny bit of sugar, and perhaps one egg every two 
weeks, And when I found someone who needed the egg or bit 
of meat or sugar more than I did, I would give it away, as I had 
been taught to do. But I always found that I couldn't really give 
it away, for it would come back somewhere else from some un- 
expected quarter. And so we learned that what Nanny said was 
true: “If you give a thing away in love with the right motives 
and love, it brings its own blessing.” 

After VE Day, Harry came home for a fortnight’s leave. I 
imagined that he would get some sort of a job at a home depot 
in England because he had been in action all during the war, 
but when he reported for duty, he was told, “You're on draft.” 
We thought this was very unfair, but there was nothing to be 
done about it. He was told that he was urgently needed 
for “Party Piano,” the code name for a very important and secret 
mission to the Far East. Of course the war with Japan was still 
going on, and Harry could tell from the extent of the prepara- 
tions they were making in ordnance that this “Party Piano” opera- 
tion was to be the forerunner of a sizeable force that they were 
planning to send to the Pacific. 

Harry came home from the depot one night very downcast and 
asked me if I thought the spirit people could tell us something 
of what was ahead for him—for us. One cannot command the 
Other Side, and no one can guarantee anybody what will come— 
if anything—but we agreed it was worth a try. As soon as we sat 
down in the living room, I went off into a trance, and so Harry 
will continue the rest of the story: 


Ena was hardly in her chair when she went off. She gave me 
a whole string of facts that I copied down on scraps of paper. 
The spirit people told her that I was going to embark from 
Liverpool on a ship called the Meloja but that we would be 
wasting our time, because when we reached 83 degrees east 
longitude and 5 degrees north latitude on August 6, 1945, the 
war would be over. 

I normally accepted things from spirits without question or 
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argument, but I was positive that this information wasn’t right 
because we were preparing a big buildup to go to the Far East 
—thousands were going—and I was going down in the lead crowd 
to put down the workshops. They wouldn’t be sending over such 
a big force if the war was to be over so soon. 

Anyway, about three weeks later we were sent to the railroad 
station late at night and were told that we were going to em- 
bark from Southampton. I boarded the train about midnight. The 
train stalled around all night. As it grew lighter, I looked out the 
window, and I saw the station “Aintree” on a board. Aintree is 
just outside Liverpool. I chalked up one for the spirits. 

As we went down to the docks, the first thing I could see was 
the stern of the ship, and right across the stern was the name 
Meloja. Now, I had gotten the place I was sailing from verified, 
and I had the name of the ship. Two points for the spirits. 

We sailed through the Suez and got as far as Ceylon, where 
we oiled and provisioned. We were very near the latitude and 
longitude that I had been given in the trance séance, but the 
date was still two days off. We put out to sea, and we should 
have been going straight off to Australia, but instead of going on 
our way, we started parading up and down in about one- 
hundred-mile sweeps for the next two days. On August 6 the 
wireless gave us the news that the first A-bomb had been dropped 
on Hiroshima and that to all intents and purposes the war was 
over. 

The remarkable thing about this story is that at the time the 
spirits gave us all this correct information, no one knew, not even 
the President of the United States, who made the decision to 
use the A-bomb, when or where it would be used—if ever. 


Harry has often discussed this with me, and we differ on the 
explanation of precognition. He believes that all those things were 
already in motion—that the crews for the dropping of the atom 
bombs were already in existence and in training, that the produc- 
tion was going forward, that everything was in motion. It is just 
that we did not know it through normal news or sensory channels. 

Of course, that still leaves out the important element of the 
American President’s decision and choice of data. But time is only 
a thing that we in this world understand. There is no time in 


the other world, but they can give us time in our terms if it is 
really necessary. 
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At last the war was over. Harry and I both felt very deeply that 
now we owed a double debt to our spirit friends, and we were 
determined to pay it. We were not going to ask anything else 
for ourselves; we had already received our two lives. What had 
been given to us had been given as proof, as a basis for the work 
I had to do for other people, and to assure me that I was truly 
in touch with Intelligence beyond myself and that it was not just 
my own ESP at work. I had to know that there were other en- 
tities, that it wasn’t just layers of my own imagination which were 
functioning, and that the people I was seeing and hearing were 
not hallucinations. 

All of my professional life I have cooperated willingly with 
psychic researchers: I have subjected myself to the most critical 
analysis, I have been trussed up with wires and electrodes like 
a chicken prepared for roasting, I have been tested and retested 
by physical and psychic scientists from around the world. In the 
early days, however, during the war years, when everyone was 
preoccupied with survival here and now, I was unknown, and 
there were no professional researchers battering down my doors 
to help me study my mediumship. I did the best I could, check- 
ing and rechecking on myself whenever possible. 
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Here is a case in point. I had been working in London. Harry 
was at sea. I had been away for several days, and when I re- 
turned home, the place was a shambles. I started the vacuum 
cleaner, got out the duster, and was working hard at cleaning 
up when there was a knock at the door. A tall woman stood there. 
She said, “Oh, I wanted to speak to Mrs. Twigg.” I had a hand- 
kerchief tied around my head, an apron over an old dress, and 
the sweeper in my hand. I must have looked like the village 
charwoman. 

“I’m Mrs. Twigg,” I replied. The woman looked surprised and 
plainly disappointed. Most people think that the lives of mediums 
are spent in darkened rooms with crystal balls and heavy curtains, 
and that we wear flowing garments and tasseled tablecloths on 
our heads like gypsy fortune-tellers. Nothing could be further 
from the truth or less likely with a genuine sensitive. Our job is 
life and giving life and new hope, and I have never worked in 
a darkened room. Everything must be completely normal and nat- 
ural and as real as the life of the five senses. 

I had never seen the woman before, and I told her so. “No, 
I know you haven't,” she agreed, and with that she burst into 
tears. 

It was very cold outside, so I invited her indoors, where there 
was a warm fire burning on the grate. I made her a cup of tea. 
When she could control her weeping, she told me that her neigh- 
bor had attended a demonstration in one of the Spiritualist 
churches and that I had given her a message. “A boy has just 
died from polio,” I had told the neighbor. “It is not your boy. 
It is the boy of your next-door neighbor.” 

Apparently this was true: My visitor’s son had recently died 
of polio, The woman went on: “After our son John died of polio, 
my husband and I went to Scotland. I had just returned and was 
sitting in the house, crying my heart out, calling, ‘John, John, 
where are you?’ My neighbor heard me and knocked at the door. 
She said, ‘I know where John is, and she repeated the message 
she had received from you. I’ve just come to say thank you, but 
is it really true?” 

“It is true,” I assured her. “I’ve tested it by everything, and I 
know it is true. I know that they live on, and I know that if 
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we give them the right conditions, they can communicate.” 

On the sideboard there was a large urn of flowers that had been 
presented to me after one of my public appearances. Suddenly 
one whole spray of chrysanthemums flung itself across the room, 
landing in the woman’s lap. Her face was radiant. She could 
hardly speak. She took a card and pressed it into my hand. “Here 
is my card. Will you come and see me?” 

I explained to her that this would be impossible, for if I started 
such a practice with any of my sitters, there would simply be 
no end to it. “Take the flowers,” I said, thrusting the entire bou- 
quet into her arms. “Take what comfort you can from what you 
have seen and experienced here today. Read what you can; there 
are fine books about this subject. Go about things intelligently, 
and you will find that the boy will be very close to you. I daresay 
that you will get much more than you have already received. This 
is your breakthrough.” The comforted mother left, and I got on 
with my cleaning. 

The following week I was doing the fireplace (we had coal 
grates in those days), when I looked up, and there was the boy, 
standing in the middle of the room. 

“Will you give my mother a message?” he asked. 

“If it is a real message,” I replied. “I am not just going to go 
and say to her, ‘John has been here.’” 

“Tell my mother and father that I saw the lily pond that they 
have made in the back garden in memory of me. And if you will 
look in the garden beyond the roses, you will see why I have 
come to tell you this.” 

Here was an opportunity for a real test and a real check, but 
I couldn’t find the card John’s mother had given me. Since I had 
never intended to use it, I had thrown it into a drawer full of 
mail and cards—my “hope chest” from sitters, the reward for my 
work, and the nemesis of my existence. I searched and searched 
for hours. Finally I found the card and went to the address on 
it. 

John’s mother was delighted to see me. “Do come in,” she said 
hospitably. 

“No, first let me give you this message before we go any 
further,” I replied firmly. I took out the piece of paper, on which 
I had written the time and date of her son’s visit, and read, “Your 
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boy came to me, and he wanted to thank you and his father for 
the lily pond in his memory. He said it’s near the roses on the 
left-hand side of the garden.” 

The woman was stunned with surprise. When she recovered, 
she said, “Come with me. I want to show you how accurate that 
is.” We went through the house, through the French doors, and 
out into the garden. There, to the left of the roses, was the lily 
pond. It had been finished the day before. In the cement on the 
bottom was inscribed, “IN LovING MEMORY OF JOHN RYAN.” 

Many writers, scholars, and psychics have written definitions 
of “mediumship.” My dear friend and colleague Maurice Bar- 
banell, the brilliant editor of Psychic News weekly and Two 
Worlds magazine, is also a famous and respected medium, the 
channel for “Silver Birch” (his American Indian guide). He de- 
fined the word so well in his book, This Is Spiritualism: 


Mediumship is sensitiveness, the ability to register vibrations, 
radiations, or frequencies which cannot be captured by any of 
the five senses. Man has constructed a variety of instruments 
which enable him to be aware of sights and sounds that are 
otherwise lost to his senses. The telescope reveals the majesty 
of the heavens that the eye cannot see. The microscope enables 
us to be familiar with minute forms of life which are beyond 
our vision. Radar, X ray, radio, and television capture for us 
vibrations that are beyond the range of our visual and auditory 
organs. 

The medium, as the name implies, is a go-between, an inter- 
mediary—is in effect a human radio or television set. He or she— 
it is usually a she, because women are more sensitive than men 
—is able to tune in to a world of activity that for the rest of man- 
kind is invisible and inaudible. Just like the radio or television 
set, every medium is limited in her range of reception. Unlike 
their mechanical counterparts, however, mediums can, by de- 
velopment, increase their capacity for reception.[*] 


Barbanell, in a special interview with Ruth Brod, expanded on 
his theme: 


* Maurice Barbanell, This Is Spiritualism (London: Herbert Jenkins, Ltd., 
1959), p. 11. 
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What is called the spirit world is not some far-off geographically 
situated planet—it is part of the universe in which we live. There 
are no hard and fast boundaries between this world and what 
is wrongly called the next. They are both parts of one universe, 
and these aspects mingle and blend and merge all the time. But 
because of the constant, growing materialism in which man lives, 
he more or less automatically cuts himself off from the spiritual 
world, which is as much a part of his natural habitat as is the 
physical world. This is one of the reasons why so many primitive 
people remain naturally psychic—because they live close to na- 
ture. They haven’t become town dwellers forced into materialistic 
pursuits in order to make a living, so they are normally accessible 
to the more subtle vibrations of the spirit world. 


Mediums occur naturally at all periods in history, about as of- 
ten as does a Nijinsky or a Rubinstein or a Yehudi Menuhin. The 
medium’s talent, like theirs, is natural, and it has to be developed 
with the same kind of rigorous discipline, training, and humility. 
If we scatter our energies, do not care for the body, or clog the 
channel with excess eating, drinking, smoking, or even working, 
the message cannot get through clearly. That is why truth, accu- 
racy, and complete dedication are absolutely essential. The me- 
dium’s life is not easy. 

I have been asked so often to explain how I hear and see things 
and what happens to me when I am in a trance or when I stand 
before an audience that I feel I must at this point explain a little 
about how my mediumship functions. There are physical medi- 
ums and mental mediums. The former produce physical mani- 
festations: ectoplasmic materializations, apports, direct voice 
communications through trumpets or other devices, psychokinesis 
(the movement of objects without physical contact), and the like. 
Physical mediums were much in vogue in the late nineteenth cen- 
tury and the early years of the twentieth. There are still some 
excellent physical mediums, but they are becoming quite rare. It 
is easy for frauds, using tricks of magic and conjuring, to pene- 
trate their ranks, and this helped to discredit the whole field for 
a long time. Since Russia and other Communist countries are 
beginning to subsidize their physical mediums, however, we may 
witness a revival of interest and the development of more physi- 
cal mediums in the future. 
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I am a mental medium and a trance medium. I am clairaudient 
and clairvoyant, meaning that I hear and see psychically. When 
I am clairaudient, I hear voices, usually coming from just over 
my left shoulder. Sometimes the spirit speakers in the room are 
loud enough for sitters to hear, so that direct voice communication 
happens spontaneously. Some examples of this phenomenon will 
be related by the sitters themselves in Part II of this book. 

My clairaudience can function anywhere. I often get near peo- 
ple on buses and trains, and messages begin to rush in clairaudi- 
ently. It has happened in crowded hotel lobbies, in air-raid 
shelters during a bombing raid, once in an airport waiting room 
—anytime, anyplace, often unpredictably. When I get these 
messages, I long to approach the people for whom they are 
meant, and sometimes I do. 

When I am clairvoyant, I see spirit forms, both mentally and 
objectively. When I am seeing them mentally, with my eyes 
closed, they are always in miniature, much smaller than when my 
eyes are open and seeing objectively. Before a spirit form actually 
appears, I see a piercingly bright light, and then the form builds 
up under the light. I can always see through the spirit forms, and 
that is why, when I was a child, I called them my misty people. 

I often see visions or whole scenes—people in action, in vivid 
color. These scenes are frequently out of time—precognitive, 
things that will happen in the future or are happening in some 
far-off place. It is like watching a small television screen with no 
frame around it, across the room. 

When I go into a trance, I get a sensation at the back of my 
neck, right at the top of the spine. It is as if there were a blockage. 
I may be sitting, giving clairaudience or clairvoyance, and I feel 
myself being gradually subdued. What I want to say won't come, 
and everything gets muzzy. I’m aware that I’m breathing deeply. 
Then I am gone. It is difficult to tell the precise moment that 
it happens. 

I am so disassociated with my physical body (obviously, some- 
body else is speaking through it) that another me can and does 
get away. At such times, it seems, I may talk to other entities 
on the Other Side connected in some way with the “sitter.” I often 
come back from such out-of-body trips with information and evi- 
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dence that I have picked up that has nothing to do with the per- 
son who is using my body and voice to communicate with the 
sitter. I can remember that I have been talking with them, al- 
though I have absolutely no memory at all of what the person 
speaking through my entranced body was saying. Sometimes it 
is infuriating. I return to consciousness and everyone is discussing 
what they have been listening to and I don’t know a thing they 
are talking about. One day two dear friends were here, Canon 
John Pearce Higgins, vice-provost of Southwark Cathedral in 
London, and the Reverend William Rauscher, from America. The 
canon reminded us that once while I was in trance, a guide said, 
“This isn’t Ena speaking, this isn’t the medium speaking; she is 
far away!” 

When I come back to consciousness, I need a few moments 
to adjust myself and to coordinate all my faculties. Sometimes 
when the passing has been very sudden or violent or shocking 
in some way, as happened in the Bishop Pike case, I may feel 
dreadfully shaken, weak, ill, and upset. Even in less traumatic 
circumstances, I need to go away from everyone for a little while 
and collect myself. 

Once I became terribly ill because a sitter interfered by placing 
his hands on my shoulders while I was in a trance. He was so 
moved—because his wife was speaking through me—that he en- 
tirely forgot the dangers and tried to embrace me. His touch 
brought me back to consciousness too quickly; I was in a shocked 
and distressed condition. It took me a long time to recover. That 
is why I try never to go into a trance at the first sitting with an 
inexperienced sitter. 

I am often asked to discuss my guides. My father helps all the 
time. He often guides communicators through, and often a spirit 
will say, “Your father told me how to communicate.” Then there 
is Philip, a wise friend and teacher who has been a continuing 
part of our life now for many years. He has been on the Other 
Side for 173 or 183 years—he is not sure which, and it does not 
matter—and we have recorded his wisdom and teaching, which 
we hope will be given to the world someday. Philip is not a guide 
—he does not bring entities or give evidence of survival. He is 
on a high spiritual plane; he shares the wisdom and guidance 
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from the Other Side with us, and occasionally he reveals their 
plans when he thinks we are ready to receive them. I will share 
one of his most startling prophecies with you at an appropriate 
point in this story. 

I have already described the sensations I feel when I am de- 
livering clairaudient messages before an audience. There is one 
other manifestation that I should like to share with you. Some- 
times, without any form of communication at all, I just know 
things inside myself. I might be going to a strange house for a 
meeting, a sitting, or a social call, and I receive evidence that 
tells me a great deal about what to expect. On arrival, there are 
few surprises to me because I already know by a feeling in my 
solar plexus. Similarly, I always know when a message is right 
because of the same feeling that I get in my solar plexus. 

I can usually tell a great deal about a person—a perfect stran- 
ger—by the colors he or she gives off from his solar plexus. Red 
denotes someone rather gross and sensual; gray, a depressed 
person; a blue person is spiritually inclined; a purple or a purple- 
blue person is someone who is reaching out for spiritual knowl- 
edge and understanding, and as the color gets clearer and more 
refined, it denotes that the person is evolving. A person with 
brown is usually terribly depressed, introverted, and mixed up. 
I have never seen a person with black. I don’t like to see gray on 
people. When you get blue with a silver or gold light on it, you 
know these people are really on the pathway—they are the ones 
who are serving. This is different from the auric colors, which 
frequently change, reflecting the state of mental and physical 
health. When I see evolved spirit beings such as teachers and 
philosophers, I am filled with wonder; a tremendous light sur- 
rounds them, and the colors of their garments are beautiful. 

Although I am a mental medium, I have produced a fair lot of 
spontaneous physical phenomena without consciously trying to 
do so: I have materialized and dematerialized bodies and ob- 
jects. Some of the materializations have produced voices that 
have registered on tape recordings. Some of these incidents will 
be unfolded in the stories told by the sitters who witnessed them. 

Of course, many unpredictable conditions govern the quality 
of the medium’s performance. I have fallen into trances during 


“THE DISCERNING OF SPIRITS. . .” 59 


an air raid and under gunfire, and I wasn’t affected. At other 
times a drop or change in the barometric pressure, the sitter’s 
attitude, or conditions on the Other Side which we cannot con- 
trol have affected the communication. If you ever encounter a 
medium who will guarantee anything at all—any results—that 
person is not a genuine medium. Nobody can guarantee any- 
thing. We are dependent entirely on the conditions provided by 
our sitters, on whether there is a love tie between this and the 
Other World, on whether there’s a feeling of unity and being en 
rapport—all these things have a bearing. The Bible says, “Now 
we see through a glass darkly and then face to face.” This is a 
description of clairvoyance. If that glass is clear, you see very 
clearly; if the glass is cloudy with too much emotion, bigotry, or 
bias, what you see is muddled and indistinct. 

We still don’t know why we can sit with a person a dozen 
times and get results and the thirteenth time get nothing, or vice 
versa. That is an honest medium working, though. If a medium 
wants to spew out a lot of generalities, he can give a person a 
sitting every time, but that is not mediumship. 

I sat with a clergyman for years, always about Christmastime. 
He had a little girl in the spirit world. We used to sit regularly, 
perhaps twice a year, but always at Christmas. One Christmas- 
time he came as usual. We sat down, and nothing happened. I 
said to him, “I’m terribly sorry, but I am not receiving a thing.” 
The man literally cried with disappointment. I tried to comfort 
him. “It’s not your fault, it’s not my fault, it’s not the Other Side’s 
fault. It is something we do not understand, for we do not un- 
derstand the underlying principle of all this. This is all explora- 
tory. All mediumship is exploratory. It is a venturing and 
finding.” 

On Christmas eve he rang up. I was up to my neck in my own 
holiday preparations for my family. He said, “I feel terrible.” 

I said, “Well, jump in your car and come on over and we'll try 
again.” We sat down in my living room, and it absolutely tor- 
rented through. 


i) 


EMBATTLED SPIRITUALISTS 


Mediumship would have little more meaning or importance than 
the tricks of the parlor conjurer, no matter how remarkable the 
performance, were it not for the fact that the medium is not the 
message—but the messenger. And the message the medium 
brings back contains the answer to the most profound and pro- 
vocative question that man has asked since life began: “Will I 
survive bodily death—is this all there is?” All men in all ages and 
all cultures have shared the universal emotions: fear of life and 
fear of death. For there are two certainties: one is that you are 
born, and the other is that you are going to die. What does dying 
mean? Does it mean annihilation? True mediumship, practiced 
on the highest spiritual plane, provides not only evidence of sur- 
vival but also a way of being and living—a pattern and philoso- 
phy that remove these twin fears. 

Professor C. D. Broad, one of Britain’s great philosophers, 
scholars, and impartial investigators of parapsychology, wrote: 


It seems to me that unless some men survive the death of their 
bodies, the life of the individual and of the human race is a tale 
told by an idiot, full of sound and fury, signifying nothing. I can- 
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not understand how anyone with an adequate knowledge of 
physics, biology, psychology, and history can believe that man- 
kind as a whole can reach and maintain indefinitely an earthly 
paradise. . . . All that I maintain is that it [survival] is a neces- 
sary condition if the life of humanity is to be more than a rather 
second-rate farce.[*] 


Whereas all religions promise some form of ongoing life, mod- 
ern religious practices either reject or in some cases forbid the 
use of the means to prove it through communication with the 
Other Side. Fortunately, this situation is changing, but when I 
began my career as a medium, seeking to make good on my 
promise to the spirit friends who had saved first my life and then 
Harry’s, seeking to offer my life for service, the only religious 
Outlets open to me were the Spiritualist churches. 

Maurice Barbanell, whom I call Barbie, is known in England 
and to many American friends as Mr. Spiritualism. He says, 
“Mediumship is the unique contribution that Spiritualism has to 
offer. It provides the foundation of evidence from which every- 
thing else in Spiritualism follows. It is, in my view, the basis of 
demonstrable fact which the honest inquirer can ascertain for 
himself.” t 

I am not about to launch into a theological discussion at this 
point nor a historical one either. But the conditions that pre- 
vailed in wartime and postwar England played such an impor- 
tant role in shaping my career that it is useful to recall them. 
Spiritualism was an embattled, persecuted religion, and I found 
myself, willy-nilly, a foot soldier in the struggle for religious and 
legal freedom. 

The prevailing law of the land was still the Witchcraft Act of 
1735 and the Vagrancy Act of 1824, under which mediums (the 
cornerstones of Spiritualist Church services )—along with fortune- 
tellers, witches, palmists, or “persons pretending or professing 
to tell fortunes”—were ruled to be “rogues and vagabonds.” 


*C. D. Broad, Religion, Philosophy and Psychical Research (London: 


Routledge & Kegan Paul, Ltd., 1953), p. 114. é 
+ Maurice Barbanell, This Is Spiritualism (London: Herbert Jenkins, Ltd., 


1959), p. 11. 
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The Church of England was not much kinder. The Archbishop 
of Canterbury, Dr. Cosmo Lang, wrote in answer to an inquiry 
by a Swedish minister, Dr. Martin Liljeblad, that “Spiritualism 
and Spiritualistic services are not countenanced or encouraged 
in the Church of England.” 

This unyielding attitude persisted, although in 1937 the arch- 
bishops of York and Canterbury appointed a committee of re- 
spected Anglicans to investigate Spiritualism.* The Committee 
spent two years studying the subject, visiting and investigating a 
large number of mediums. Then it submitted two reports: The 
majority report, signed by seven of the most influential members 
of the committee, was on the whole favorable to Spiritualism 
and to the acceptance of the doctrine of survival; the minority 
report, signed by three members, of whom one was a bishop's 
wife and another a bishop’s secretary, was in the main “sitting on 
the fence” or unfavorable. Nine years after the study had been 
completed, however, neither report had been released. 

Barbie, a tenacious editor and journalist, continually badgered 
first Dr. Lang and then the new Archbishop of Canterbury, Dr. 
William Temple, to publish the reports. He carried on a long 
correspondence with the new archbishop, but Dr. Temple stub- 
bornly refused to release the report. “Dr. Temple, a noted lib- 
eral in economics, was orthodox on religion,” Barbanell said. 

Two members of the committee were outraged that the report 
had been suppressed and said so publicly. The running battle 
with the archbishop continued for nine years. Finally, one of the 
committee members disclosed the main conclusions of the ma- 
jority report to Maurice Barbanell, who immediately published 
the information. In 1948 the Psychic Press, Ltd., ordered reprints 
of the report for distribution to churches or anyone who re- 
quested a copy. The publication caused so much commotion in 
the national press, which picked it up, that the archbishop 


* Some of the members of the committee were: Dr. Francis Underhill, 
Bishop of Bath and Wells; Dr. W. R. Matthews, Dean of St. Paul’s; Canon 
Harold Anson, Master of the Temple; Canon L. W. Grensted Nolloth, Pro- 
fessor of the Christian Religion at Oxford; Dr. William Brown, a psychologist; 


Mr. P, E. Sandlands, Q.C., barrister-at-law; and Lady Gwendolyn 
Stephenson. 
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brought many kinds of pressures to bear, and roundly accused 
the editors and Barbanell of a variety of crimes for making the 
reports public. It was, in its time, something like the American 
to-do over the release of the Pentagon Papers. Barbie and the 
Psychic Press were staunchly supported publicly by a number 
of the committee members, however. The airing of the report 
gave Spiritualism a fair and favorable presentation, setting many 
people’s minds straight on the subject. 

One passage of the report reads: “It is often urged as of great 
significance that Spiritualism in many respects reaffirms the high- 
est convictions of religious people, and that it has brought many 
to a new assurance of the truth of teaching, which had ceased to 
have any meaning to them.”* 

And another: “It is clearly true that the recognition of the 
nearness of our friends who have died and of their presence in 
the spiritual life and of their continuing concern for us cannot 
do otherwise, for those who have experienced it, than add a new 
immediacy and richness to their belief in the Communion of 
Saints.”+ The majority report concluded by advising the repre- 
sentatives of the Church to keep in close touch with groups of 
Spiritualists. 

Every cause must have its martyrs to fire the enthusiasm of 
its followers, and we got ours in 1944, when Helen Duncan, a 
materialization medium, was tried, convicted, and jailed under 
the Witchcraft Act of 1735. The trial was a sensation. The fact 
that Helen was not a fraud and could honestly perform materi- 
alizations and actually did so before press, lawyers, and witnesses 
had no bearing on the case. 

Even Winston Churchill was outraged by the trial and noted 
in his memoirs that he sent a note to the home secretary, pro- 
testing that in a time of peril and urgency, funds and time should 
not be wasted on a witchcraft trial. 

According to the act, it did not matter at all whether Helen 
Duncan was fraudulent or genuine. This dramatized the injustice 


*The Church of England and Spiritualism: Majority Report of The 
Church of England Committee of Inquiry. Reprint published by Psychic 
Press, Ltd., London, 1948. 

+ Ibid. 
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of the archaic law to such an extent that it precipitated an 
intensive campaign to have it repealed. Spiritualist churches 
throughout the British Isles rallied against this final indignity and 
fought back with “propaganda meetings” held in halls, churches, 
workmen’s canteens, youth centers, and wherever and whenever 
a crowd could be gathered. These meetings had a dual purpose: 
one, to offer a religious service that always featured a medium 
giving clairvoyance to the audience, and two, to mobilize public 
opinion for repeal of the ignominious acts that discriminated 
against our religion. 

During that entire decade, first during the war and with 
mounting momentum as the years rolled by, I appeared with in- 
creasing frequency for Spiritualist churches all over England, 
Scotland, and Wales. Although I never stopped having butter- 
flies in my stomach, my platform performances in clairvoyance 
were very popular, drawing larger and larger audiences. Of 
course, there were so many bereaved and very few mediums— 
not enough to go around. Soon I was marked a firebrand, but 
with spirits to sustain me, I was able to take on many formidable 
foes in debate in behalf of our cause. 

The Billy Parish memorial service, held in February of 1946, 
honoring one of England’s most famous healers, marked an im- 
portant professional breakthrough in my career. Many of the 
great leaders of the Spiritualist world were there. The Rev- 
erend C. Deeprose presided, and Hannen Swaffer, a famous 
Fleet Street journalist, Barbanell, Percy Wilson, medium Eileen 
Blaschke, and I were on the program. I first met Percy and his 
wife Dorothy in 1942, when he was President of the Link Asso- 
ciation of Home Circles, and we became devoted friends during 
the war while Harry was away at sea. The Wilsons often in- 
vited me to their home at Merton Park near Wimbledon. 

At the time of the Parish memorial service, Percy Wilson, a 
brilliant internationally recognized audio engineer, was serving 
as assistant secretary in the Ministry of Transport and as presi- 
dent of the London Council of the Spiritualist National Union. 
He was a third-generation Spiritualist in his family. His grand- 
father, a Unitarian minister, gave up that ministry to become a 
Spiritualist medium and preacher. 
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After the service was over, Mr. Wilson was very complimen- 
tary about my work and predicted that I would be swamped with 
invitations. Since Harry was away a good deal of the time, he 
offered to help me decide which engagements should be ac- 
cepted from the hundreds of Spiritualist churches clamoring for 
dates. 

The Psychic News reported on my work at the memorial serv- 
ice very favorably: “NEW CLAIRVOYANT HAS A DYNAMIC PERSON- 
Auity,” the headline read. The story went on: 


Where are the new mediums? A question asked so often was 
effectively answered last week by the demonstration of clair- 
voyance given by Ena Twigg, a comparative newcomer. 

Mrs. Twigg has a dynamic personality. Her clairvoyance is 
given in quick-fire sentences interjected with humorous com- 
ments. Though she was nervous because she was demonstrating 
her mediumship for the first time in the presence of well-known 
Spiritualists and she was troubled by the hand microphone with 
the trailing flex which always seemed to get in the way, her 
clairvoyance was impressive. 


The aftermath of the Billy Parish memorial service was ex- 
actly what Percy Wilson had predicted. There were more invi- 
tations and more people pressuring for private sittings. I began 
spending more and more time in London. 

Meanwhile the campaign to end discrimination against the 
Spiritualist churches was continuing. I wish I could report that 
the noble cause was won solely on merit and justice, but although 
justice finally prevailed, an important factor in the final victory 
came about in this way. 

Percy Wilson’s office in the Ministry of Transport was in the 
same building as that of the War Damage Commission, and the 
civil servants from both offices served together on fire-warden 
duty. As a result of his close association with the members of 
the War Damage Commission and chats over numberless cups 
of tea while on duty, Percy was able to get through a ruling that 
bombed-out or bomb-damaged Spiritualist churches should rank 
equally with those of other denominations for complete recon- 
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struction at public expense by compensation from the commis- 
sion. This was the first important legal breakthrough. 

Following up on this, Percy, with the help of his son Laurie, 
a barrister, was able to get all Spiritualist churches recognized as 
religious charities. Other steps followed, but it was not until 1951 
that the infamous Witchcraft Act was replaced by the Fraudu- 
lent Mediums’ Act, setting standards to separate the genuine 
mediums from the charlatans and conferring respectability on 
the religion of Spiritualism. 

The Spiritualist National Union, which Percy Wilson headed 
as national president from 1950 to 1953, deserves a large serving 
of the credit, although all who participated in the long fight 
should be remembered with gratitude. In 1951 Percy took over 
the managing directorship of the Psychic Press, Ltd., and five 
years later he became chairman of the board, an office he still 
holds. Spiritualism has been fortunate indeed to have had the 
team of Wilson and Barbanell as champions. 

Two of the Wilson sons are distinguished college professors in 
America. I remember an incident that took place when they were 
both students at Oxford. Their mother had just recently died, 
and their father was living at home with Laurie, who was then a 
young lawyer working in the legal department of Shell Oil Co. 
I suddenly got an irresistible urge to have Laurie and his father 
over for dinner. I rang Percy and insisted he come. Almost im- 
mediately after their arrival I went into a trance, so Percy will 
have to continue the story: 


When Ena’s call came through, I had been working in the gar- 
den and wearing old clothes. Since it was short notice, I just 
washed, and while I changed my outer garments, I did not 
change my underwear, which was quite threadbare, When Ena 
went into a trance and my wife spoke through her, she chided 


me for not discarding the threadbare underwear and neglecting 
my wardrobe. 


Mr. Wilson further pointed out that the communicator had all 
the distinct characteristics of personality of his wife and that 
“this more than the facts had great psychological impact.” 


6 


LONDON IN THE FIFTIES 


In 1949 Harry was demobilized out of the Royal Navy and came 
home to stay. He entered the civil service as an engineer. Now 
that Harry was to be home all the time and planned to work in 
London, we began to look for a more suitable house. 

We found one in Abbey Wood. Lessness House was a great 
old place, part of the original abbey, with a marvelous tower 
belfry, underground cellars, tall French windows leading to the 
garden—and appropriately, it was haunted. Two spirits lived 
there with us: a kindly old gentleman who once owned the 
house and liked to manifest in the living room whenever we had 
visitors, and a woman. We had a big brass tray that Harry had 
brought home from the Far East on the mantelpiece over the 
huge fireplace. One evening, while sitting in the room with a 
friend, discussing a certain experience, I said, “I should like to 
have that confirmed.” At that precise moment the heavy tray 
balanced itself on its rim and started to move steadily toward us. 
It rolled between two ornaments, carefully avoided smashing 
them, toppled over the edge of the mantelpiece, and landed at 
my friend’s feet. My, she was frightened! I knew in advance it 
would do no harm because it was just the old gentleman re- 
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sponding to my expressed desire for confirmation: He was giving 
it to me and then some! 

Sometimes he was mischievous, and you would find yourself 
locked in a room and have to get out by the French windows. 
Sometimes when we had guests, there would be music playing 
and people laughing and talking—with no one there. My guests 
would be scared practically out of their wits. 

Our lady ghost was very quiet and sad. She loved Lessness 
House as we did and did not wish to leave it. Harry never sees 
spirits, but one day he was standing at the top of the stairs, and 
he saw someone at the foot. As he descended the staircase, which 
is partially circular, he lost sight of the figure at the bottom, 
whom he assumed to be me. Suddenly something brushed past 
him. There was no one there, either at the top of the staircase, 
the bottom, or the middle. She had given Harry quite a turn. 
But of course, these spirit house guests didn’t bother me. I have 
been seeing spirits all my life, and some of them are my dearest 
friends. I never call them ghosts—I dislike the word. I will dis- 
cuss spirits more fully in Chapter 13, on hauntings. 

My mediumship was growing, sprouting new branches in all 
directions at once. I had not yet learned the necessity of limiting 
oneself to one job done properly, so I kept exploring the various 
facets of my gift. I was eager to do everything. I gave sittings 
one day a week at the Marylebone Spiritual Association,* spent 
as much time as possible at the London Spiritual Alliance,} kept 
up my public demonstrations and propaganda meetings, and or- 
ganized and ran a group of ten healers, for whom I was the di- 
agnostician and administrator. 

I had become very interested in healing. After working with 
some doctors, I discovered that I was able to make a diagnosis 
merely by holding an article belonging to a patient. The doctors, 
of course, checked my diagnosis against the results of their or- 
thodox medical and chemical tests—and spirit and the informa- 
tion received from spirit were seldom wrong. Mediumship can 
throw important light on our knowledge of medicine, psychiatry, 


* Later the Spiritualist Association of Great Britain. 


¢ Later known as the College of Psychic Science, and now called the 
College of Psychic Studies. 


LONDON IN THE FIFTIES 69 


and psychology. I believe firmly that many of the manifesta- 
tions of illness which take place in our physical body originate 
in the etheric body—the body that functions three or four inches 
outside the physical body. Moods, feelings, and health are re- 
flected in the aura, and psychics and mediums have been telling 
the world for many years that the aura will signal the approach 
of serious illness or death long before the symptoms register in 
the body. Now that the Russians have Kirlian photography, with 
which they are able to take pictures of the aura, the world is 
beginning to believe what we have been telling it all along.* The 
etheric body vibrates with the effects of the emotions, bringing 
its effects to bear on the physical body. 

Sometimes you are not really sick, in the sense that you think 
you are sick. Much illness, doctors now concede, is psychoso- 
matic. Very often one gets lumbago because one doesn’t like 
one’s job and doesn’t want to go to the office. Many serious psy- 
chological problems, caused by fear, shock, sadness, regret, re- 
morse, or guilt, are buried deep inside the etheric body and are 
passed along to the physical body in the form of a physical or 
mental illness. 

Your doctor may say, “There is nothing the matter with you 
organically, but you are still sick. There is something the matter 
with you, but it’s not your lungs or liver or heart.” Given the op- 
portunity, however, the spirit people will get to the illness. They 
will release all the tension and allow you to operate as you would 
in fullness. 

At our clinic we treated as many as five hundred patients in 
the week, and still we could not keep up with the demand. Our 
miraculous “cures” were spread by word-of-mouth and newspa- 
per publicity. 

A Mrs. Dorothy Parker reported, “When I first came here, Mrs. 
Twigg took my hands and in a few minutes gave me a 100 per- 
cent diagnosis of angina pectoris. I was amazed.” After three 
months of visits for healing she said she was “not having nearly 
so many attacks, and they are nowhere as severe.” 

* Kirlian photography is a special photographic process developed by Rus- 
sian electrician Semyan Davidovich Kirlian in 1939 by which the energy 
fields, or auras, of human or plant or animal organisms can be photographed. 
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Mrs, Lillian Tyson, of Finsbury Park, whose right side had 
been paralyzed from birth, reported great improvement after 
treatment: “I hardly limp now. For the first time I’m able to 
move my right arm,” she said when interviewed. 

Another patient came all the way from Iceland with an afflic- 
tion known as weeping eczema. Three years of hospital treat- 
ment had brought little relief. After six days of daily treatments 
from our healers, his face cleared, and he returned to his own 
country without a blemish. 

Of course, these and similar cures or dramatic improvements 
were dismissed as spontaneous remissions by the medical pro- 
fession. But so much successful healing is going on all over the 
world that it is time the medical profession took the blinders off 
its eyes and took from mediumship and the spirit world the help 
they have to offer. 

Today there are a growing number of physicians and psychia- 
trists who consult me and others in our profession on behalf of 
their patients. We have actually gotten to the point where spirit 
healers are permitted to visit patients in hospitals. If a patient is 
not responding well to treatment, a psychiatrist may telephone 
me and ask if he can bring the person around for a cup of tea to 
see if I can find something in the auric field that is disturbing or 
upsetting. A Swedish doctor came to see me not too long ago. I 
had known and sat with her for years. She was bemoaning the 
cloak of secrecy beneath which it was necessary for her to con- 
ceal her interest and the help she had received from spiritualism. 
She asked, “Do you realize the solitary position I’m in? If I were 
to take this into the area in which I’m operating, they would have 
me certified as crazy.” I told her to stop worrying about taking 
this knowledge to anybody else. “Just live it, just work outwards 
from what you are. The strong character is the one that radiates 
out, not the one who draws in.” 

Regretfully, I had to give up this aspect of work, which I thor- 
oughly enjoyed, because my main work was building to such a 
pitch. I put my faith in the guidance I was receiving from the 
Other Side to determine where I could serve most usefully. I am 
still vitally interested in the potential for physical and mental 
health, however, and I keep in touch with the various groups of 
physicians and psychiatrists who are exploring and working. I 
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find the inroads that are being made into the ranks of orthodox 
medicine very exciting. Here in England we have a fine man who 
has fifty doctors analyzing the results of cures and healing and 
following up on cases. In New York City a noted psychiatrist 
has medical authorities studying auras and the etheric body. 
Important research is going on in Eastern Europe, Russia, China, 
South America. There are research foundations exploring the 
entire healing and psychic field all over the world. I have every 
confidence that all this will help to unlock the mysteries of the 
mind. 

Sigmund Freud is reported to have said that if he had his life 
to live over again, he would devote it to the study of parapsy- 
chology. I think he might have learned more. Carl Jung says that 
your brain—your mind—is functioning at a level of consciousness 
that you know about but that there are all these levels under- 
neath that we are beginning to understand only now. My many 
American friends tell me that there is great interest in the United 
States in studying alpha brain waves, which emanate from a 
deeper level of the mind, beneath the level of the five physical 
senses, where much of man’s latent psychic ability lies. And now 
there is an Institute of Suggestology in Bulgaria. 

Back in the early 1950's we had not come so far. During this 
period Harry developed a good deal of healing power himself. 
He could devote little time to it, however, because in addition 
to his job, he had important work to do for the Spiritualist Na- 
tional Union and our friend Percy Wilson. You will recall that in 
1951 the Fraudulent Mediums’ Act was passed. The union then 
had a grave responsibility to discharge—that of self-policing and 
self-monitoring. It set up test panels to certify mediums before 
they were admitted to membership and entitled to perform the 
duties of a minister, such as visiting the sick and performing mar- 
riages and funeral services. Harry used his engineering ability 
and navy experience to build a “black light” that, although in- 
visible to the naked eye, illuminated the darkness in which phys- 
ical mediums had to work. This made it impossible for a medium 
—especially a physical medium—to cheat in any way before the 
test panel and thus eliminated the possibility of frauds becom- 
ing accredited. 
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The “black light” was a very ingenious engineering device. It 
was quite difficult to build because the box threw off tremendous 
heat and so had to be fireproofed. As a result, Harry was kept 
very busy on test panels. We were very proud of the important 
contribution he was making in helping set high standards for 
mediumship. 

Progress was slow, but interest in Spiritualism and mediumship 
was growing steadily. In 1950 the newspaper People com- 
missioned a panel of distinguished experts to make and report 
on a survey of Spiritualism. Hannen Swaffer, a distinguished Brit- 
ish journalist, worked on the paper and became a dedicated con- 
vert to Spiritualism after he experienced communication with his 
late boss, Lord Northcliffe, to whom he had been devoted. Mr. 
Swaffer was warned not to divulge his new faith publicly, but 
he was courageous and honest. The revelation didn’t hurt his 
career but rather spread his fame. Through the years and even 
today, when he attends only in spirit, Hannen Swaffer’s Home 
Circle has been one of the most celebrated in England. The mag- 
net that has drawn the elite of the world to listen is “Silver Birch,” 
the American Indian guide who has brought so much simple 
wisdom from the Other Side through his medium, Maurice 
Barbanell. 

On August 14, 1951, I was giving a sitting to Mrs. E.M.C. at 
the London Spiritualist Alliance. Her son, Rupert, who had been 
lost in a submarine attack during the war, was an excellent com- 
municator. The happy mother was delighted with the accurate 
description of her son, who appeared beside her chair. There fol- 
lowed a whole stream of personal details about music, poetry they 
had shared, particularly Rupert Brooke’s poems, intimate family 
secrets and information, all of which the mother confirmed joy- 
ously. At the end of the sitting the boy said, “Tell her I will give 
her a Saint Christopher.” 

What happened subsequently is the most interesting part of the 
story. The mother was walking along the street one day, when 
her attention was caught by something glittering from a muddy 
spot. She stooped to pick the object up and found it was a gold 
St. Christopher’s medal. At the time, Mrs. E.M.C. did not recall 
the parting message her son gave to her at our sitting. In fact, 
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when she discovered the medal was actually made of eighteen- 
karat gold, she reported the loss to the local police station so that 
the rightful owner could claim it. Weeks went by and police ad- 
vised Mrs. E.M.C. that she could keep the medallion, since no 
one had claimed it. 

Then one night she and her daughter were reading the tran- 
Script of her sitting with me, and she realized the significance 
of her son’s final remark about giving her a St. Christopher. At 
the time, she said, she had dismissed the message as a generality, 
and it had not registered in her memory. The mother called and 
said, “He has kept his promise literally.” 

The postscript to the story is that the mother later attended 
a public demonstration at the Alliance. A medium working on 
the platform received a communication from Rupert, whom she 
identified as a son missing after a submarine attack. “He is show- 
ing me a small object, round,” the medium said. “It seems to be 
something you pin here,” she said, pointing to the lapel of the 
mother’s coat. (The mother in fact had attached the St. Chris- 
topher’s medal there with a safety pin.) “He says that another 
instrument [medium] gave you a message about it which you 
did not understand, but he is very glad you kept it.” 

This story is a good example of a point I try to impress on 
sitters. If possible, tape-record sittings or record them steno- 
graphically or record them with as full notation as possible. One 
never knows when in the future a piece of trivia may turn out 
to be an important message. The story also illustrates another im- 
portant point: Our loved ones on the Other Side may be just as 
anxious to communicate as we are. 

Another funny thing that happened rules out telepathy, guess- 
work, generalizations. One night I had gone to bed and I sud- 
denly “saw” a woman by the name of Mary Taylor. She was a 
medium who had gone to Australia. I knew nothing more than 
that. We knew nothing of each other’s lives; we had never met. 
In my vision she said, “Come, come have a look,” and she took 
me to a beach with the most gorgeous golden sand. She was carry- 
ing a small baby in her arms, about six months old. “I want you 
to tell Helen,” she said, “how beautiful it is here.” Then she was 
gone. Helen, I supposed, must have been the famous medium 
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Helen Hughes, a dear friend of mine with whom I often discussed 
my Other World experiences, It seems she was also a friend of 
Mary Taylor's. I was very puzzled by the vision; I couldn’t make 
it out. I had no idea where she was. A week or so later I met 
Harold Vigurs, the president of the Spiritualist National Union. 
He used to be president of the College of Psychic Science. I told 
him that I had had this strange dream or vision about Mary 
Taylor. I described her walking along the beautiful beach with 
the small child in her arms. Harold Vigurs told me that Mary 
Taylor had died the previous week, and we found that years be- 
fore she had lost a baby around six months old. This sort of thing 
is very challenging and makes me stop and think. 

Another story that I shall always remember deals with my first 
direct experience with reincarnation. This is a subject on which 
the Spiritualist world is divided into two camps, one believing 
that repetition of the earthly experience is unnecessary, whereas 
the other, largely Eastern, view is that we return again and again 
to pay off our Karmic indebtedness and to evolve on this plane. 

When the following took place, somewhere around 1955, I was 
working in London. As I looked at my sitter, I thought, This man 
is a reasonably intelligent man. “Do you know anything about 
this subject?” I asked. 

He said, “Not a thing,” and added, “I’m an agnostic.” Well, we 
went to the séance room, sat down, and a very rare thing hap- 
pened: I went completely and immediately into a trance, some- 
thing I almost never do at a first sitting. When I came back, I 
found I had been crying so much that my dress was soaking wet. 
I looked at my sitter, and he was crying too. When I stopped 
mopping myself up and drying my face, all I could think of to 
say was, “Oh, I hope you've had something that helped you.” 

He said, “I’ve had an extraordinary experience. I’ve been talk- 
ing to my little girl, who died of polio. She gave me her name; 
she told me when she died and described how she died in an 
iron lung. I’ve been talking to her for an hour. I’m an agnostic, 
but my little daughter used to go to an Anglican church. I’m so 
confused and shaken I just don’t know where I am. Can I bring 
the minister who was her vicar at Sunday school to see you?” 
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I said, “You can bring whom you like, but I can’t guarantee 
anything. I can’t make it happen.” This was a Thursday night. 

It was ten days after the original sitting, on a Saturday night, 
that this child came back to me. I had just gone to bed when 
I saw a little girl at the foot of my bed. She said, “Can you see 
me?” 

I answered Yes. 

Then she showed me her hair, which was braided over the top 
with two beautiful ribbons, and she said, “I want you to tell my 
daddy something. I want you to tell my daddy something. I’m 
the little girl who came a week last Thursday. Put your light on.” 

I put my light on. It was exactly midnight. “Please give my 
daddy this message,” she said. “Tonight I am being born again.” 

At that period of my life I had not given a great deal of thought 
to reincarnation, although now I cannot believe that the whole 
of our existence can be encompassed by one lifetime. Reluctantly 
Ive come to the conclusion that it is often desirable and necessary 
for us to inhabit a physical body a number of times to learn many 
of the lessons that we haven’t learned in one or two lifetimes. 

When the little girl told me she was being born again, I knew 
that I was receiving a most important message, and I wanted to 
deliver it. The next morning I told the story to Harry, and I said, 
“I don’t know how were going to find this man. The Other Side 
will have to find him for me if I am to deliver this message.” 
And there I was stuck with it. 

Three weeks later I was working in the same place in London 
and my sitter proved to be a vicar. I asked him if he knew any- 
thing of this subject, which is something we usually do in order 
to establish whether we are dealing with an absolute newcomer 
or somebody who knows something. The vicar replied, “Not a 
thing. Actually, this really isn’t my interview. I was coming here 
to accompany somebody else, but at the last moment he couldn't 
come.” 

When he said that, the penny dropped in my mind. “Are you 
by any chance connected with a little child that died of polio, 
and do you know her father?” I asked. He was indeed the very 
same vicar the man had referred to in the earlier sitting. 

I then told him the story of the little girl's visit to me and of 
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the message she had given me to be delivered to her father. I 
took out my diary and I gave him the date and the time when 
she had appeared to me. The vicar astonished me with his reply. 
The mother of the little girl had had a baby girl, born two 
months prematurely, shortly after midnight on the night the girl 
had appeared to announce her reincarnation. The little girl has 
never since manifested. 


7 


BREAKING THE TV BARRIER 


The year 1957 was the start of a memorable new cycle in my 
life. I was privileged to be part of another “giant step forward” 
for Spiritualism: We broke the broadcast ban on it. I was invited 
to appear as a guest star on the thirty-minute BBC-TV Press Con- 
ference, which described itself as a program in which “people 
who make the news face questions from the people who write 
the news.” The event was headlined in the Psychic News and Two 
Worlds as “ouR GREATEST ADVANCE ON BBC—FAMOUS MEDIUM HAS 
5 MILLION TV AUDIENCES.” 

Editor Barbanell in a recent interview with my coauthor, Ruth 
Hagy Brod, recapped the history of the broadcast ban in these 
words: 


Television in this country [England] is regulated by an act of 
Parliament, which lays it down that our Television Authority must 
accept on religious matters the guidance offered by the Religious 
Advisory Committee. This is composed of representatives solely 
of the orthodox denominations who have no love for Spiritualism 
whatsoever. In the early days of broadcasting and television they 
succeeded in getting Spiritualism excluded from radio and tele- 
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vision on the grounds that “it is not in the mainstream of Chris- 
tian tradition.” 


Philip Paul, an eminent psychic researcher and writer with 
whom I had done considerable work, helped the producer, Hugh 
Burnett, set up the broadcast. He confided to me that he had had 
to promise in advance that there would be absolutely no discus- 
sion of the religious implications of Spiritualism. Nevertheless, I 
was introduced as a clairvoyant, a medium, and a minister of the 
Spiritualist National Union; and thus the broadcast ban was 
broken. 

The four journalists were tough and inquisitorial. The experi- 
ence was good training for my future jousts with reporters, and 
I was never again to be as naive as I was at that first broadcast. 
The panelists were Francis Williams, editor of Forward, a former 
editor of the Daily Herald, and a former public relations officer 
to the prime minister; Wolf Mankowicz, playwright and journal- 
ist; Peter Black, the Daily Mails TV critic; and Mr. Paul. 

I had worse butterflies than usual in my stomach as I faced 
my interrogators, the hot lights, and the cameras for the first time. 
Originally, the producer had wanted me to include a demonstra- 
tion of psychometry or clairvoyance on the program, but finally 
this was ruled out, since there just wasn’t time in the thirty min- 
utes to handle the barrage of questions and a demonstration too. 
The reporters asked many of the same questions that the public 
has asked through the years, so I think it might be useful to repro- 
duce highlights of the interview here:* 


WitiaMs: Mrs. Twigg, I understand that you believe, quite 
sincerely, that you frequently see what I should call ghosts and 
what you call spirits. Are they solid or misty? What sort of clothes 
do they wear? Do they walk on the ground, and have they got 
feet? 

Twice: You’ve asked an awful lot of questions in one. 

Wiis: I know, but they are on the same point. 

Twicc: Well, we very seldom see their feet. They usually 
manifest in the clothes they are accustomed to wearing or like 


* Excerpted from Psychic News, No. 1315 (August 17, 1957), p. 1. 
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very much so that they can be recognized, They do not need 
to show their feet. They look misty. A person still in the body 
can manifest by a thought form, but these are still, they are 
immobilized. . . . Spirits move about. 


Peter Black asked me to describe my mediumistic powers, since 
he had heard that there are mediums with a variety of powers. 
I tried to describe how my mental mediumship functions: “Objec- 
tively, you see the spirit form in the room, and you recognize 
it as a spirit form. Subjectively, it shows itself as a tiny mental 
picture somewhere about the third eye for me.” 


Manxowicz: Mrs. Twigg, would you say there is any possi- 
bility that these visions and voices have the same kind of rela- 
tionship to you as a medium as they would to a schizophrenic 
like Joan of Arc, say? 

Twicc: Oh, would you say that Joan of Arc was a schizo- 
phrenic? 

Manxowicz: Without a doubt, I would. 

Twicc: Well, we can all have our opinion, can’t we? 

Manxowicz: When you're talking about an objective vision, 
do you mean that we also would see this manifestation if we 
were present? 

Twicc: No. . . only if you were a sensitive... . 

Manxowicz: Then it has no objectivity for us? 

Twice: If I was a physical medium instead of a mental me- 
dium, then it would have an objectivity for you too—and you 
would see them too. 

Wis: Do you actually recognize voices as those of dead 
people? 

Twicc: Yes. 

Wiu1aMs: Do you receive the voices via the ear or via the 
mind? 

Twicc: Well, this is a very debatable point. It has been de- 
bated time and time again, but I maintain that I hear these voices 
right there [pointing to her left shoulder]... . 

Paut: Do you accept the psychical-research approach that 
mediumship should be subject to a critical type of analysis? 

Twice: I think no one is more critical of mediumship than 


mediums themselves. 
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Manxowicz: I should have thought people who were not me- 
diums would tend to be more critical than mediums themselves, 
don’t you think? 

Twicc: No, not at all. We want the truth, Mr. Mankowicz. 
We don’t want to be hoodwinked or to deceive anybody. 

Manxowicz: But you do agree that you all have something 
in common in that you see and hear something that the rest of 
us do not seeP 

Twicc: It may well be that you have the possibilities lying 
latent within you, but you haven’t given yourself a chance to 
release them. 


Then Mr. Mankowicz asked me to describe how I had discov- 
ered my powers. I repeated the stories told earlier in this book. 
When I said that I had seen animals in the spirit world—horses, 
dogs, and cats—Mankowicz asked: “And mice?” 

To which I replied, “No. I haven’t seen any mice.” 

There was further discussion about the broadcast ban and the 
fact that clairvoyant demonstrations were televised in Australia 
and elsewhere but that viewers did not get a chance to see them 
in England. Mr. Paul asked me whether I thought that clairvoy- 
ance ought to be broadcast. 

“Definitely,” I replied and pointed out that producers, TV 
actors, technicians, and stagehands always knew where to find 
a good medium and that I had a great many clients from the 
broadcasting profession. 


Buack: Why are there so many red-Indian guides? 

Twicc: My father, who helps me a lot, is not a red Indian. 
The red Indian can teach you about some things more than a 
white man. 

Manxowicz: What is the difference between faith healing and 
spiritual healing? 

Twice: Spiritual healing is from spirit. The healer is trying to 
restore the balance because very often diseases begin in the mind 
or the etheric body. 

Wiiuiams: Do you get direct advice from the spirit world 


about conditions and diagnoses? Can a spirit healer cure any 
kind of disease? 
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Twice: I would never limit God’s power. It is entirely in His 
will whether a person is going to continue in this world or be 
promoted to the next. 

Wi1aMs: In spiritual healing, do you believe you are acting 
as an agent of God? 

Twice: In all genuine mediumship you are trying to act in 
accordance with God’s will. 

WituiaMs: Where do spirit people live and what do they do 
and. . . what are the spirits doing? 

Twicc: You are preparing your home right now, by every 
action and thought. You are conditioning your own future. 

Manxowicz: Do you mean that Francis Williams will go on 
being editor of Forward? 

Twice: More or less, with an extension. 

Manxowicz: This sort of phenomenon is simply a psychologi- 
cal matter. It has been shown by psychology as libido or sexual 
repression. You have these cases of poltergeists, and they are 
always with adolescents and people of low intelligence. 

Paut: What is your impression of the poltergeist phenomena 
that we have jointly investigated? 

Twice: In my view, these are people who have a strong rea- 
son for coming back to the world. Perhaps they passed on ob- 
sessed with some unsatisfied urge and came back to fulfill it 
through another person. 

Witiiams: What do you consider the function of medium- 
ship? 

Twicc: A medium’s main job is to comfort the mourner, to 
prove survival and the reality of communication between the two 
worlds. . . . All good mediums try to do God’s will. 

WiuraMs: Everybody is trying to do God’s will, aren’t they? 

Twicc: Everybody? What about the man who is trying to get 
to the top of the tree and walks over everyone who gets in his 
way. Is he doing God’s will? 

Manxowicz: What is the most important thing you have heard 
a spirit say? 

Twicc: Love one another. 


After this first baptism of fire I told the panelists and the pro- 
ducers, “You’ve done this to me once, but you will never do it 
again.” That is why when I am on TV I fight like a tiger for the 
things in which I believe. 
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Right after the broadcast the telephone began to ring. Estelle 
Roberts, one of England’s most distinguished and famous medi- 
ums, called to say jokingly, “This little schizophrenic would like 
to talk to a red-Indian guide.” My dear friend Helen Hughes, an- 
other of our country’s distinguished mediums, called to say that 
she had been watching Francis Williams’s aura (which, inciden- 
tally, I read for him after the broadcast); what she saw was not 
very flattering, so I won't repeat it here. By Monday letters, tele- 
grams, and phone calls from all over the country with requests 
from people asking where they could go for healing or sittings 
deluged our home. The BBC received a great deal of mail and 
many phone calls and said it was the largest volume of response 
they had received to any program of the period. 

Wolf Mankowicz’s statement that Joan of Arc was a schizo- 
phrenic attracted considerable notice in the scientific community. 
The following year Dr. Jan Ehrenwald, a respected American 
parapsychologist, speaking at the annual French conference spon- 
sored by Eileen Garrett’s Parapsychology Foundation, rebutted 
the theory. He said, “Telepathic sensitiveness does not seem to 
appear more frequently among schizophrenics than among non- 
schizophrenics.” 

Philip Paul and I had had another experience with the press 
some time before the broadcast, when we worked together on a 
research project that was as unsatisfying as the TV-show experi- 
ence. I was not surprised at the negative attitude of the journal- 
ists. I was learning to accept the fact that no amount of discussion 
or proof will convince anyone who is not ready to receive the 
truth. I have learned over the years that other people’s experi- 
ences are not nearly so convincing or relevant as one’s own per- 
sonal experience with the Unseen either by direct contact or 
through the communication of a medium. 

No matter how busy I was with the heavy schedule I was carry- 
ing, I always tried to make myself available for a certain amount 
of research work, a subject I will discuss in great depth in Chapter 
14. Philip Paul asked me to do a demonstration for reporters from 
the Daily Sketch and the News Chronicle. All I was told about 
the project was that I was going to be taken to a house to look 
at some pictures. 
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Harry and I were instructed to meet Mr. Paul and his fellow 
researcher at Oxford Circle station at the very height of the rush 
hour, when all of London is milling about for homeward-bound 
trains. Nevertheless, we appeared at the appointed hour. Mr. Paul 
insisted on blindfolding me. I must have looked a pretty picture, 
being led through that crowded station blindfolded, Harry was 
dreadfully embarrassed. After the train ride I was taken to a car 
and driven round and round so that I could not possibly know 
where I was. Ultimately, we arrived at a house. Still blindfolded, 
I was led down a long passage and taken into a room. The blind- 
fold was removed, and I saw a room that was one seething mass 
of men with scribbling pads and pencils, the air blue with ciga- 
rette smoke—the worst possible conditions for a sensitive to work 
in. 

The researchers said, “There is a story here, in this room, about 
a picture. Can you find the picture and the story?” 

The room had been well prepared for this test. It was covered 
from floor to ceiling with paintings. They had been brought from 
many galleries to confuse me. I thought to myself, “My girl, this 
is going to be some task,” but again my faith in the Other Side 
sustained me, and in just a few moments I located the painting. 
It was a fading portrait in oils of a young married woman in a 
dark red velvet dress. Not only had I picked out the correct pic- 
ture, but I also began to reenact the tragedy attached to it, al- 
though the story that came to me was so evil and frightening and 
personal that I hesitated to tell it to a large group of reporters. 

Our hostess, Mrs. Dorothy Jenkins, some five years ago had 
bought the painting at a London junk shop in exchange for a few 
old jam jars. The portrait was at first hung in her bedroom, but 
she felt that the eyes of the woman on the canvas were always 
following her about, so she hung it in her son’s room. The son, 
Adrian, who was in his thirties, became quite ill. His illness had 
begun at the time when the painting had been hung in his bed- 
room. Of course, the medical doctors pooh-poohed any connec- 
tion between the patient and the picture as an “old wives’ 
superstitious tale,” but the portrait was possessed of an evil spirit 
and had brought great tragedy to its owners. 

I picked out the picture involved in the project quite readily 
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and then began to relate the bare bones of the story to the re- 
porters. As I went on, I knew that there was a great deal of evil 
here and that our hostess really did not want me to go on, so 
I respected her wishes and did not tell all. I suggested instead 
that she come to see me privately. She never did. 

The reporters, however, were not at all impressed with the ac- 
curacy of my performance—the correct selection of the picture 
and the story behind it. For the most part they believed and said 
that “somebody must have tipped her off in advance.” With some 
people, it wouldn't matter if you brought the sun, moon, and stars 
down and put them in their proper rotation. They would still be 
doubters. 

There was little time to dwell on the aftermath of my television 
debut, since I was already deep in preparation for an appearance 
at the International Spiritualist Federation in Paris the very next 
month, September of 1957. Delegates from twenty-three nations 
would be attending, and the greatest Spiritualist leaders and 
psychics from every continent would constitute the most critical 
audience in the world for a medium. Mediums from six countries 
—Belgium, France, Holland, Switzerland, the United States, and 
Great Britain—were chosen to demonstrate on the platform. I was 
to represent Great Britain. As always, when confronted with a 
major test, I just “brought the body along and left the rest to 
the Other Side.” 

I received enthusiastic applause from the audience when I de- 
livered a message to a woman from Charles, a spirit communi- 
cator who told her that she was wearing a crucifix around her 
neck which he had given her. The woman acknowledged the ac- 
curacy of the message. Another message acknowledged by a dele- 
gate had to do with a rosary that she had wound around her 
mother’s neck when she died. 

The two guests of honor for that conference were former Air 
Marshal Lord Hugh Dowding, a hero of the Battle of Britain who 
after the war became one of the great leaders of Spiritualism, 
and Mme. Adrienne Boland, a famous French aviatrix. Mme. 
Boland said she owed her very life to Spiritualism and told the 
story of how a spirit message delivered by a strange woman 
helped her to fly successfully over the Andes Cordillera mountains 
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to Santiago, Chile. Everyone predicted that the flight would end 
in tragedy, since the plane could achieve an altitude of only 6,000 
feet and the Cordillera summits reached to 7,500 feet. The woman 
came to Mme. Boland’s hotel and said that she had been in- 
structed to deliver a message by spirits speaking through a me- 
dium. The woman then described the one flight plan that would 
enable the pilot to find a pass only 6,000 feet high through the 
mountains. The route revealed by spirit enabled Adrienne Boland 
to make the flight without map, compass, or any meteorological 
information and set a world record. 

The subject of Lord Dowding’s talk at the closing banquet of 
the international conference was the Society of Psychical Re- 
search’s policy of “orthodoxy of agnosticism.” He criticized those 
officials who believed that by labeling old mysteries with new 
jargon, they explained them away. “The fear of being thought 
credulous and unscientific is the underlying cause,” Lord 
Dowding said. 

Nor did Lord Dowding spare the Church and science. He in- 
dicted orthodox clerics and scientists for their unwillingness to 
study psychic evidence for fear their own foundations would be 
undermined. “The last enemy is not death, but fear,” he said. 
“Death is a friend. Fear makes death appear as man’s enemy.” 
The audience applauded enthusiastically. 

As a further token of the progress we were making toward re- 
spectability and acceptance, the congress was accorded a civic 
welcome in the town hall, and there Lord Dowding was given 
a plaque depicting outstanding events in French history. David 
Bedbrook, the president of the ISF, and Rolf Carleson, the secre- 
tary, were enrolled as “Friends of Paris” and given honorary cer- 
tificates. 

For me personally, the most important development of the con- 
gress was a promise exacted by Rolf Carleson, who in addition 
to serving as the secretary of the ISF was also an officer of the 
Swedish Spiritualist Union, that I would make a speaking tour 
of Scandinavia the following year. I think his eagerness to have 
me come to Sweden was sparked by an amusing incident that, 
although not important, does illuminate the unpredictable way 
in which mediumship sometimes works. 
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We were standing in the middle of a hotel lobby during the 
convention. There were hundreds of people milling about. Rolf 
Carleson showed me a photograph. Suddenly a torrent of com- 
munication began pouring through me from the Other Side about 
the person in the photograph. Mr. Carleson was literally stunned, 
and I couldn’t shut it off. It was a most unlikely time and place 
for a communication. If it is going to come through, however, 
it will—no matter what the circumstance. 

At the end of the Paris conference I was exhausted. I don’t 
think we ever had more than two hours’ sleep a night. Harry did 
get to see the sights, but all I did was work. All of us were gath- 
ered at Orly Airport in Paris, waiting for our plane. I was talking 
to a Mrs. Hibbs from South Wales when suddenly I began to 
see and hear things about the man sitting next to me. I thought, 
“Now, what shall I do?” That man had a whole sitting right there 
in that crowded airport waiting room, and for years afterward, 
whenever we met him or any member of that Orly Airport group, 
they always teased me about that incident. It is a kind of private 
joke. All they have to say is “Orly Airport,” and we all collapse 
with laughter. 

But then, a sensitive is not always walking about with his head 
in the clouds. The meaning of mediumship is balance—balance 
between the two worlds—and you are the balance wheel in the 
middle. 
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LORD AND LADY DOWDING 


It was my healing work that brought Lord and Lady Dowding 
into my life somewhere around 1953 or 1954. They came seeking 
help for a disturbed girl, a student at the same school that Lady 
Muriel’s son David was attending. It has been my joy and priv- 
ilege to know many outstanding people—this has been one of the 
great rewards of my work—but I shall be especially grateful for 
the opportunity I have had to share friendship and interests with 
this remarkable couple. 

There are many historians who believe that Britain owes its 
very existence to the intuition and unshakable determination of 
Lord Hugh Dowding, who was our chief air marshal during 
World War II. Defying Winston Churchill himself, who wanted 
to deploy our air force to the Continent on attack, Air Marshal 
Dowding, guided by his own conviction that our island could be 
destroyed from the air, insisted on keeping our air force home 
to defend our skies and so fought and won the Battle of Britain. 

Lady Muriel Dowding, who has remarkable psychic and heal- 
ing talents herself, has chosen to devote herself to the cause of 
animal welfare. The organization she founded and heads, Beauty 
without Cruelty, is active in many countries; in addition she 
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serves as an officer of the International Association against Pain- 
ful Experiments on Animals, the Anti-Vivisection Society, and 
other similar groups. 

After the war, when these two remarkable people met and mar- 
ried, they joined their twin interests in survival on the Other Side 
and animal survival on this plane—causes which are not unrelated. 
There have been many stories written about how Lord and Lady 
Dowding became Spiritualists, some of them more fancy than 
fact, so I am going to let Lady Dowding tell the story herself: 


My son David attended a rather unusual school where the 
headmaster, John Guinness, took a deep personal interest in all 
the students—not only in their studies but in their personal de- 
velopment. The headmaster and the parents of one of the stu- 
dents—a young girl—were deeply concerned because she seemed 
to be suffering from some sort of emotional upset. She would 
burst into tears at the slightest provocation and seemed headed 
for serious mental difficulties. The headmaster asked my hus- 
band and me if we could suggest a way to help her. We brought 
the girl to Ena for healing. We took the girl to Ena several times, 
and she did a wonderful job with her. The girl got ever so much 
better, and of course, the father and mother as well as the head- 
master were all delighted. We were very grateful to Ena, and 
we asked her if there was anything we could do for her. 

She expressed a desire to meet Dorothy Kerin, a famous healer 
in Kent, whom we knew very well. Dorothy had a healing cen- 
ter at Speldhurst, near Tunbridge Wells; in fact, it is the very 
place where Ronald Beesley now has his College of Psycho- 
Therapeutics. I knew Dorothy for twenty years, and in fact, had 
assisted her from time to time myself. So we asked Ena to lunch 
and we asked Dorothy Kerin to lunch and the two met. I don’t 
recall that there was any particular click between them. But 
after Dorothy left and Ena was sitting with me having a cup of 
tea, she suddenly said, “I must tell you this. You and your hus- 
band are both relying on mediums.” (Mind you, this was way 
back in about 1953 or 1954.) “Now you have got to work on 
your own,” Ena said, and she advised us to go on with our home 
circle, which was then meeting in our home, but to run it almost 
as a meditation group and see what came from that. 

Now in order to understand the significance of the message 
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that came to me from Ena, I must take you back in time, My 
husband had absolutely no interest in Spiritualism during the 
war, His first wife died after an operation for appendicitis in 
1920, leaving him with a son only a year old and a daughter 
who was about eight or nine. He made no attempt to contact 
his wife. He had a very busy and active service career, and after- 
ward he was offered directorships in a number of companies, 
but somehow this did not appeal to him. He was a very vital 
man, looked and acted about thirty years of age, and realized 
that he had many active years ahead of him. Finally he de- 
cided to study higher mathematics. 

One of the worries that preyed on his mind was the untimely 
deaths of the young men who had been killed in the Battle of 
Britain—boys only eighteen, nineteen, twenty, years old. As their 
commander, he had written to their mothers, wives, and sweet- 
hearts. But he couldn’t seem to get them out of his mind. He 
often dreamed about them. And so he started to read books on 
survival, He spent two solid years of research—never touching a 
medium or a psychic. It was purely academic research on the 
evidence of survival—the great classical material produced by the 
founders of the British Society of Psychical Research. After he 
had collected sufficient evidence on survival to convince himself, 
he wrote a book, Many Mansions. He had never had a psychic 
experience—this work was the product of intelligence and intel- 
lectual research. 

The book brought every Spiritualist in the country flocking to 
him. The daughter of his old schoolmaster took him to a medium 
in Wimbledon who was not a professional medium at all, but she 
conducted a home circle. Hugh visited this circle regularly for 
about two or three years, and it was through this medium that 
he made contact, we presume, with his Battle of Britain boys and 
managed to help them. And on this evidence he wrote his sec- 
ond book, Litchgate. 

It was at this time that he joined the local Theosophical So- 
ciety, where I met him, I was also a Theosophist and secretary of 
the local society and deeply involved in Spiritualist and healing 
activities. 

My background was quite different. I have always been more 
or less psychic, As a child I saw fairies quite clearly. They were 
little creatures, their texture almost bubblelike and their coloring 
vivid, with human features—but their feet and hands seemed to 
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taper off. They didn’t seem to wear any particular kind of cloth- 
ing but were bathed in light. To me they were just as ordinary 
as birds and bees and butterflies and flowers. 

My first husband was killed in the war, leaving me with my 
small son, David Whiting. I had an extraordinarily vivid vision 
of communication from my husband at the precise moment of his 
death, and this too stimulated my growing interest in Spiritualism. 
I pursued my interest in astrology, worked with the local Theo- 
sophical Society, and sat in a circle with a medium that was en- 
gaged in rescue work, when I met Lord Dowding, and shortly 
after, we were married. 

I continued with my circle after we were married, but Lord 
Dowding had nothing to do with this. He continued with his own 
circle, contacting his airmen, in Wimbledon until the medium 
and her husband moved to Canada and the circle broke up. The 
work in our circle, which continued for seven years—commonly 
called rescue work—concentrated on the people who, because of 
crimes committed in this life, go to the gray spheres (I suppose 
the Church would call it hell), where they sort of have to live it 
out before they can go on and evolve. The job of the circle is to 
persuade these spirits to try, not to give up hope, to go on. There 
are not many mediums who are willing to do this work because 
it is quite unpleasant. It was just at the time that I first met Ena 
Twigg. We had recently lost the medium in my circle and Hugh’s 
circle was breaking up also, when Ena coincidently suggested that 
we begin our own group. We did this for the next five or six 
years. 

Actually, I began to develop some mediumship myself, and 
quite a bit was coming through me. The last thing in the world 
that I wanted to do was to motivate or influence my husband, 
and this sort of shied me off the whole business. And so I gave 
it up and devoted my efforts to the other interest we shared— 
our concern for animal friends. In 1959 I founded Beauty with- 
out Cruelty, and my husband shared my interest in this work 
fully. 

Of course, we continued to see Ena at various conferences and 
meetings, and occasionally she visited us here. One thing about 
Ena sticks very much in our minds because I think she did a very 
outstanding thing. She was one of the top, if not the top, me- 
diums in this country. She appeared at all the great halls and 
packed and jammed them, and she discarded all that public work 
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to do more research and to help people. Once she told me that 
when she stood on a platform, she would feel little waves com- 
ing up to her from people all over the place. And if she linked 
up with one of these wavelengths, she could tell that person 
everything about himself: what he had for breakfast, the color of 
the front door, the hat he didn’t wear to the meeting but thought 
of wearing. She was not sure whether she was getting it from 
the person or from a discarnate being, so to keep her channels 
clear, she gave it all up. I think that many mediums today are 
not as honest as Ena or not as knowledgeable and don’t realize 
when they are being telepathic. She deserves credit for her 
honesty. I have sent many people to her, and I know she is 
always honest. 


I have appeared with Lord Dowding many times, and we have 
shared many platforms and experiences. He never tired of telling 
the stories of his airmen. In 1958 he was made an honorary vice- 
president of the Spiritualist Nationalist Union, an honor he ac- 
cepted with his usual grace and humor. 

The meeting was being held in St. Andrew’s Hall in Norwich, 
and Lord Dowding, after speaking eloquently against man’s cru- 
elty to animals, told of an experience that happened to him in 
his own home circle. That evening seven airmen, the crew of an 
RAF bomber that had been brought down in a raid on the Ruhr, 
visited his home in spirit. The medium described how the airmen 
were inspecting the pictures and furniture, and one of the group 
moved across the room to the grand piano. Lord Dowding, for- 
getting for a moment that his spirit visitors could not see him, 
walked over to the piano and opened the lid of the keyboard. 
The medium reported that the airman drew back, startled, and 
said, “Gosh, this house must be haunted.” 

Lady Muriel Dowding has turned out to be as effective and 
brilliant a strategist in her war against man’s cruelty to animals 
as her husband was as an air marshal. In 1959 Lady Dowding, 
together with Sylvia Barbanell (Maurice’s wife), an able writer 
whose book on animal survival, When Your Animal Dies, has 
been a best seller for thirty years, founded Beauty without Cru- 
elty in association with Compassion in World Farming. 

The twofold purpose of the organization is “to give information 
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about the cruelties involved in obtaining animal ingredients for 
clothing, food, cosmetics, and other products and of supplying 
alternatives to any such immorally derived commodities.” The 
genius of Lady Dowding lies in supplying the alternatives. She 
had a complete line of cosmetics manufactured and marketed by 
Beauty without Cruelty, she recruited the most famous models 
and designers in Britain to stage fashion shows featuring cloth 
and imitation-fur coats, she encouraged the development and 
marketing of meat substitutes and cookbooks to promote vege- 
tarianism, which incidentally, she practices brilliantly at home. 
She and Lord Dowding attracted famous and glamorous people 
to their cause, and today Beauty without Cruelty has centers in 
Australia, New Zealand, the United States, Canada, Japan, Rho- 
desia, and South Africa. 

Sylvia Barbanell withdrew from the organization in its early 
years but has expressed her continuing interest in the cause 
through her books and in other groups. She also helps to bring 
out the annual edition of Psychic News devoted to animal wel- 
fare. The fact that her book When Your Animal Dies has been 
reprinted seven times over thirty years is some small indication 
of the interest there is among pet owners in the survival of ani- 
mals, For if anybody thinks that animals loved and cherished on 
this earth are just snuffed out when they finish their short earthly 
stay, he is going to get a big surprise when he goes to the other 
world. Animals do survive, and in the course of sittings I have 
brought back ponies, donkeys, monkeys, innumerable dogs and 
cats, to their grieving owners. 

I can immediately tell by a person’s auric field whether he is 
outgoing, kind, and loving toward people, animals, and plants or 
whether he is negative, with muddy, dull colors in his aura. I 
don’t find much in common with people who don’t love animals 
because I feel that if you love God, you must love all living things. 
We are all interconnected with the same life-force. 

Animals are often more sensitive than humans. Animals see the 
spirit people very often. My mother’s dear old dog, which now 
lives with us, our beloved Chummy, is a great source of power 
in many a private interview. We think of animals, especially do- 
mesticated ones, as our lesser brethren and treat them accord- 
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ingly. In my estimation, one can often determine how evolved 
a person is according to the degree of his caring for animals. 

Researchers have been doing experiments with polygraph ma- 
chines on plants, showing that plants have emotions and feelings 
and react to fear and love. Do you know you can stand with your 
back up against a tree and consciously draw on the life-force of 
that tree? In the summer you can take your shoes and stockings 
off, put your feet on the grass, draw off the life-force. You can 
go into the sea, and draw off the life-force of the sea. It is all 
energy. 

In the plant experiments they took two groups of plants and 
flowers and put each group in a comparable situation. One group 
was told each day that it was hated. The other group was told 
that it was loved. The hated ones all died. 

Cleve Backster, the noted investigator of consciousness and 
emotions in plants and the director of the Backster Research 
Foundation, has conducted many polygraph experiments that 
have proven beyond a doubt that plants, amoebas—in fact, all 
kinds of living cells—respond emotionally to apprehension, fear, 
and pleasure. His lectures are often titled “The Oneness of Life.” 

I have had some personal experiences with plants and done 
some experiments that I think are the equal of those the Russians 
have been working at. One involved Lady Dowding indirectly, 
so it is appropriate to tell it here. 

During the period when Lady Dowding was still active and 
interested in her healing work, she belonged to a group that did 
a great deal of research. They had heard of an Englishwoman 
who had been cured of diabetes in South America by native medi- 
cine men who had used a plant that grew along the river. The 
group imported some of the plants. When they arrived, someone 
who didn’t realize that they came from a tropical country set them 
outside on the veranda, and the cold nipped them so badly that 
they appeared dead. Well, the members were all very upset. In 
desperation they took the plants over to the Research Division 
of Kew Gardens to see if anything could be done to save them. 
The greenhouse people were not very hopeful. Miss Ruth Plant 
suggested they send for me, and everyone agreed it was worth 
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I arrived at those gorgeous greenhouses, bursting with marvel- 
ous plants everywhere. Ruth Plant, whom I knew, introduced me 
to the director, whose name was Woodhouse. So there we were— 
Plant, Twigg, and Woodhouse in consultation about the survival 
of some South American plants. It was quite funny. They showed 
me the plants, and they really looked like dead sticks. I put my 
hands over them and said, “I think maybe they are not dead; I 
can feel the life-force in them.” I talked to them and cupped my 
hands around them for a few minutes, and in three months they 
shot up into enormous tall stalks and were used in the experi- 
ments. 

When Harry’s mother died, I kept a rose which had been on 
her coffin at the cremation service. We brought it home, and every 
day I placed my hands over the rose until it was in a state of 
being petrified. It has never lost a scrap of color nor have the 
petals dropped in the more than ten years it has now been pre- 
served. We did this because of our love for Nan Twigg, but it 
is an area in which I wish more researchers would become in- 
volved, for it tells a lot about the energy that can preserve a rose— 
and who knows what else it can do? 


u 


THE CHURCH DOORS OPEN 


There were important stirrings—the first tiny cracks in the granite 
wall of silence erected by the orthodox Church between itself and 
the Other Side. In 1954 the Churches’ Fellowship for Psychical 
and Spiritual Studies was founded, “to bring the psychical and 
mystical back into the Church and to explore its relevance to the 
Christian faith and life.” 

The fellowship, although headed by a lay person, Lieutenant 
Colonel Reginald Lester, attracted many outstanding clergymen, 
such as the Reverend Canon Mervyn Stockwood, now the Bishop 
of Southwark but then Canon of Great St. Mary’s University 
Church at Cambridge; the Reverend G. Maurice Elliott; and John 
D. Pearce-Higgins, then the Vicar of Putney, later to become 
Canon and Vice-Provost of Southwark Cathedral. By 1958 thirty 
outstanding clerics, including nineteen bishops, were serving as 
patrons or working actively with committees. In addition, many 
distinguished nonclerics such as Australian physicist Dr. C. Ray- 
nor Johnson, Dr. Robert Crookall, the Countess of Lichfield, Sir 
George Trevelyan, Justice of the Peace Edward J. Allsop, and 
others were listed among the patrons. 

It was my privilege and honor to work with these enlightened 
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men and women, helping to build new spans of communication 
between the orthodox Church and the Other Side. They in turn 
had an enormous influence on my life and my work. 

My appearance as a guest speaker on February 25, 1958, at 
Great St. Mary’s University Church, Cambridge, at the invitation 
of the Reverend Canon Stockwood was a high-water mark indeed 
—a significant recognition not only for me personally but also for 
the work I was doing with the Other Side. Dr. Stockwood has 
been gracious enough to refer to this occasion in his Introduction 
to this book, and I need say no more about it except that it was 
one of the most difficult tests I have ever had to face. I am grate- 
ful that the bishop believes that I passed the test with the help 
of my spirit guides. 

Bishop Stockwood, Colonel Lester, and Canon Pearce-Higgins 
have all made indelible marks on the Church of England and 
have played very important roles in my life. In 1959, when Dr. 
Stockwood became the Bishop of Southwark and acceded to a 
seat in the House of Lords, a prophecy made to him by a gypsy 
was fulfilled. At the time, the young clergyman had been dressed 
in nonclerical clothes—you know the sort of thing young people 
wear on vacations—and had looked very unclerical. The gypsy 
told him that he would return to Cambridge (the university from 
which he had been graduated) and would finish in the House 
of Lords, sitting near the throne. 

The bishop said, “At that time there was no possibility of a 
move to my old university, and even if as a young clergyman I 
had had dreams of episcopal purple, I had never been into the 
House of Lords, nor did I know that the bishops’ bench was close 
to the throne.” 

Through the years, the bishop, who serves as vice-chairman of 
the Churches’ Fellowship, has been one of the most stalwart and 
articulate defenders of psychic truths. In 1967 he really shocked 
orthodox Britain, I think, when he appeared on a popular TV 
show, Looking for an Answer. He said, “I have advised people 
to go to sensitives or mediums. Thank God for them—they are 
able to comfort the bereaved. There are also people with the gifts 
of healing; thank God for them.” 
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Maurice Barbanell in his book Spiritualism Today said, report- 
ing on that broadcast: 


Ena is largely responsible for Dr. Mervyn Stockwood, Bishop 
of Southwark, making public his testimony to the evidence of 
survival that is available. 

The Bishop was asked, “Is there an afterlife, and shall I meet 
my beloved husband again?” Dr. Stockwood said that he had 
two reasons for answering, “Yes.” The first was because he is a 
Christian; the second was that for many years he has been in- 
terested in psychic research, which, he pointed out, need not 
necessarily have anything to do with religion. 

Then he boldly proclaimed: “I am convinced that some people 
survive death, because I have had such convincing evidence. I 
have had messages from them.” He used a striking sentence to 
illustrate the relationship between life here and hereafter; “This 
world is the womb of the next world.” 

He explained mediumship by saying, “Certain people have a 
psychic sense which enables them to communicate with people 
on the Other Side.” 

Here he made a personal reference, doubtless with Ena in 
mind, when he added that he had come across a few such me- 
diums whose integrity he accepted. They had given him “mes- 
sages from those who are dead but who say they are more alive 
than we are.”* 


Barbanell also told my coauthor, Ruth Brod, that the bishop has 
sent many mourners to me, and this is true. 

Then again in 1969, when the bishop was asked to write an 
article on the message of Easter for the London Times, he wrote 
a two-part eight-thousand-word essay describing his own psychic 
experiences and communications through mediums with the 
Other Side. This might seem to some a strange choice of subject 
matter for an Easter essay; however, a dear American friend, the 
Reverend Canon William V. Rauscher, Rector of the Christ Epis- 
copal Church in Woodbury, New Jersey, explains: “Without the 
Resurrection experience, we would not even have a Church. The 
early Church was the community of the Resurrection.” Canon 


* Spiritualism Today (London: Herbert Jenkins, Ltd., 1969), pp. 107-108. 
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Rauscher is a former president of the Spiritual Frontiers Fellow- 
ship, the American counterpart of the Churches’ Fellowship, 
which came into being in 1956, two years after the British group 
got started. Both organizations have a similar philosophy and pur- 
pose: seeking to extend the horizons of the Church and to restore 
its original truths. 

The Churches’ Fellowship literature declares: 


The Church teaches about eternal life but is very vague about 
the facts of survival. Yet the nature of the next life must be a 
subject of Christian concern. . . . 

There may be information from psychic sources which can aid 
the Church in her teaching about preparation for the next stage 
of life. Resurrection remains a total mystery in Church teaching 
and is an enigma to many Christians. To what sort of life do we 
resurrect and when? With what body do we rise? Who are angels 
(messengers)? What is the “Communion of Saints”? Psychical 
studies suggest reasonable answers to those questions, answers 
which have helped many Christians to a more positive and in- 
telligent faith in the Hereafter. The fellowship offers help in these 
studies within the context of Christian faith and fellowship. 


The fellowship also stated its concern with spiritual healing and 
mysticism, both of which have a psychic element and both of 
which are relevant to Christian faith and life. 

After my appearance at St. Mary’s I was invited to the annual 
dinner of the Churches’ Fellowship in May. One of the dinner 
speakers was the Reverend John D. Pearce-Higgins, Vicar of 
Putney, with whom I was to work closely on many occasions in 
the coming years. The chief guest, Colonel Lester, founder and 
chairman of Churches’ Fellowship, introduced me, adding that 
“the cooperation of experienced Spiritualist mediums is invalu- 
able.” 

It was a message from spirit that led Colonel Lester, a leading 
journalist, to establish the Churches’ Fellowship—a religious mis- 
sion to which he has been faithful through the years. The colonel 
emerged from World War II with all his traditional religious be- 
liefs shattered. During the war, in addition to all of his other ex- 
periences, his wife died. One day he ran into Air Chief Marshal 
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Lord Dowding, who kept him spellbound for two hours with 
stories of communications in the spirit world with his “birdmen” 
of the Battle of Britain. This started Lester off on his own investi- 
gations, and after sitting with a half-dozen mediums and com- 
municating with his wife, he became convinced that survival was 
real. He wrote a book about his séances, titled The Search of the 
Hereafter. It became a best seller. Then Lester received a spirit 
message directing him to gather together a group of clergy and 
laymen interested in psychical research and its relevance to the 
Christian faith and life. 

Several months after the annual dinner the fellowship’s hard- 
working secretary, the Reverend Maurice Elliott, often called 
Spiritualism’s modern St. Paul, passed on at the age of seventy- 
five. For fifty-three years he had used his pen and voice “to broad- 
cast the truth of proved survival.” Eight weeks after his passing 
I was visiting Colonel Lester in his Torquay home, when I heard 
a whispering in another part of the room. I was not in a trance, 
but I could hear the whispering voice say that the Reverend Mr. 
Elliott was trying to speak in direct voice. I went into a trance, 
and the reverend took over. 

Colonel Lester reported that Maurice had discussed a number 
of administrative matters pertaining to the fellowship of which 
I had absolutely no knowledge, and he proceeded to read from 
his notes some of the following: 


It’s not only prejudice but real fear of the unknown that the 
ordinary man has that we've got to overcome. The work they are 
doing from this side in helping to further the fellowship’s mission 
will succeed beyond all your expectations, But we must keep it 
always on a religious basis. 

I can never understand the attitude of those Spiritualists who 
don’t put their gifts to better use. They just don’t think when 
they throw Jesus away. I still believe the Church must play a 
big part in coordinating people. 


Commenting on a memorial service that the fellowship was 
planning to hold in St. Martin’s for him, the Reverend Mr. El- 
liott said: 
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I shall find my St. Martin’s memorial service rather amusing. 
Do see they keep a happy note right through. Nothing about 
the “dear departed.” [Here he laughed.] 

How much better I am now, without my tiresome old physical 
body. Now that I am here, I realize how little I really knew. 
So much we did on earth had to be secondhand. 


It is interesting to note that all of these great leaders who be- 
came champions of the truth from the Other Side have been 
spurred on by some personal experience. Those who know Canon 
John D. Pearce-Higgins, whose zeal and courage has frequently 
gotten him into hot water with established authority, might think 
he was always a convinced believer. But that is not so, according 
to his own story. : 

He says that when he was a student, 


I had sort of rather regretfully rejected the sort of religion I had 
been brought up on because I couldn’t accept all this miraculous 
stuff in the light of science. One day, while browsing around the 
library in Cambridge, I came across a shelf of psychic books. I 
think Frederick Myers’s book was one of the ones I turned open, 
and here was case after case of evidence of survival. I was fas- 
cinated by it. I didn’t know anything about psychic research at 
all, and at that moment a light went up in my heart, and I 
thought just maybe, perhaps, maybe Jesus did reappear. I didn’t 
mean to become a frenzied psychical researcher because I was 
busy studying philosophy. I discovered that Plato was very psy- 
chic—and he believed in reincarnation and all that sort of thing. 
And then all sorts of things happened to me, and my progress 
was guided from secondhand books that I picked up, book after 
book. 


One of Canon Pearce-Higgins’s early psychic experiences oc- 
curred in Naples during the war: 


I was walking down the main street in Naples, the twenty-first 
of July, 1944, and two American trucks collided in the middle 
of the road. One careened across the roadway, I just didn’t jump 
the right way, and it pinned me against the wall. I thought my 
back was broken when they took me off and laid me on the 
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ground. My one leg was fractured very badly. The other one was 
fractured too, but it was fractured in the back. I wasn’t in pain. 
I was just numb, and I knew that the ambulance would come 
along in a few minutes. It was right in the center of Naples, As 
I lay there, I suddenly heard this inner voice speaking to me very 
solemnly, It said: “This is very unpleasant, but it had to happen. 
You are not to worry; everything will come around all right.” 
Now, it wasn’t only that I heard the voice, but the whole of my 
being was flooded with the most incredible peace. And the mem- 
ory of that stayed with me. . . is with me now. It was sort of an 
order—not that you are not to worry, but you can’t worry. Ten 
minutes later the ambulance picked me up. They got me to the 
hospital, and the doctors fixed me up. 


The canon has devoted much of his time to psychical research, 
working with the British Society for Psychical Research, writing, 
speaking, ministering to the many cases—hauntings, possession, 
apparitions—that are brought to him for help, cases that need help 
from the Other Side. Recently the canon told Ruth, “I don’t run 
an official bureau, but I am sort of in charge of all the ghosts 
in the diocese of Surrey.” He recently retired as vice-provost of 
Southwark Cathedral in order to devote more time to studying 
“the nature of man in the light both of the Gospel and of modern 
knowledge and to ministering to the needs of individual souls. 
I hope to spend more time delving into the spirit world.” 

It is always astonishing to me that professed Christians and the 
Church should actively oppose or reject communication with the 
departed, since we are supposed to have been promised eternal 
life by Christ himself. The New Testament is so full of psychic 
phenomena that if it were removed, there would be little left. 
Jesus picked the Apostles because they had psychic abilities, al- 
though they were simple and uneducated. Jesus himself was an 
extremely powerful psychic, perhaps the most powerful the world 
has ever known—clairvoyant, clairaudient, a great healer. He also 
was a great physical medium, which explains how he could per- 
form miracles of materialization and how he could walk on the 
water—a feat of levitation. 

The Transfiguration on the Mount was a séance during which 
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Jesus materialized Moses and Elijah while his Apostles, often de- 
scribed as sleepy, were probably deep in trances (Luke g: 28-36). 
After the Crucifixion Jesus appeared to Mary. It would seem to 
have been a materialization rather than a vision. Jesus was able 
to appear to his Apostles because they were psychic and medium- 
istic and thus could see him. According to St. Paul, however, he 
also appeared to “more than five hundred brethren at one time” 
during the forty days after the Crucifixion. This undoubtedly re- 
quired his materialization, since it is not likely that they were all 
psychic. Jesus regarded his psychic powers as proof that God was 
working through him. I believe that this is so today and that all 
psychic power is God’s power. 

St. Paul promised us “the gifts of the spirit. . . . Some are given 
the gifts of prophecy, to some of healing, to some the discerning 
of Spirits” (I Cor.: 11-12). The medium has the gift of the “dis- 
cerning of Spirits.” 

Thousands of years ago, before the world became commercial 
and materialistic, people accepted the existence of spirits as nat- 
ural. In the Far Eastern religions and cultures people didn’t 
mourn for their loved ones in another world. The early Christian 
Church was full of mysticism. The Lord gave the faculties of see- 
ing, hearing, trance, and healing to ordinary men and women not 
because of what they had achieved in the world or because of 
their theological training or knowledge but because of the poten- 
tialities he could see in them. The Church saw these people as 
a threat, however, and built up a resentment against them. Finally 
it got rid of the mystics, seers, prophets and prophetesses, and 
healers. 

The average person has had his religious thinking done for him. 
He has been promised a shortcut to heaven if he does this and 
doesn’t do that, and he expects ready-made salvation from his 
Church. Today many people reject orthodox religion. The average 
preacher cannot fill his church. He is not dealing with life, he 
is dealing with death, and people want to know how to live. If 
the Church would bring its thinking up to date, it would begin 
to treat death as an incident. It would teach people how to live, 
and therefore they would know how to die. 

Everyone will find when he gets to the Other Side that sub- 
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scribing to a certain creed or a set of prayers will not give one 
an open sesame to the kingdom of heaven. As for hell, you can 
be in hell on earth. There are unhappy states on the Other Side, 
but no one is lost forever. 

When you arrive, no one is going to say to you, “Who were 
you when you were on earth? What color was your skin? What 
church did you attend? What was your status in society?” But 
they will ask, “What are you?” And then you will look at yourself, 
and many of us unfortunately will have to answer in truth, “Gosh, 
I didn’t make much of a job of it, but I tried.” Then we will know 
the oneness of all life, look back at the rat race we've made of 
life on earth, and see how foolish it is. 

And what kind of life are you going to have on the Other Side? 
You do not gravitate to heaven or hell just by losing your physical 
overcoat. You go to precisely the situation you have prepared for 
yourself by your own actions, by your own thinking, by the way 
you have conducted your life, and by what your motives have 
been. 

When you first die, you won’t be met with hosts of angels but 
by the people who loved you and who can welcome you—people 
who can help you overcome the fear of what you have just ex- 
perienced. Death isn’t always painful, but sometimes it can be 
very distressing, both to the one who knows he or she is going 
and to the ones left behind. Once you have adjusted to the fact 
that you are in another dimension, what then? Then you find 
yourself in a situation created by your own living. That does not 
mean that there is no hope if you have lived an utterly selfish 
life. Those who are further along the road, the more enlightened 
ones, will be near you. You must of necessity feel the need to 
adjust and remedy the situation that you are in. You mentally 
adjust by asking the enlightened ones for help, so I am told, and 
they can automatically help you to rethink and become happier. 

It doesn’t matter whether you say you believe that you will 
live on or not (except that you are missing a good deal of liv- 
ing by having such negative thoughts). 


10 


A NEW DECADE—A NEW DIRECTION 


The following October I finally made good on the promise given 
to Rolf Carleson at the Paris conference, and Harry and I em- 
barked on a seventeen-day, four-city tour of Sweden and Finland. 
The tour was organized by the International Spiritualist Federa- 
tion, the Swedish Spiritualist Union, and Spiritualist groups in 
Finland. We flew from London to Copenhagen, stayed overnight, 
and from there flew to Malmé, Sweden. I have never seen any- 
thing quite so beautiful as autumn in Scandinavia, viewed from 
an airplane. The landscape below was a riot of color, ranging 
from the palest yellows and golds to the deepest reds and cerises. 
It was fortunate that I could enjoy the scenery on the outward 
journey, for never again in the hectic weeks to come would I have 
the time, strength, or energy to savor the beauties of our host 
countries. 

I took eleven public meetings in Stockholm, Géteborg, Malmé, 
and Helsinki, gave countless private sittings, and spent my re- 
maining time with reporters. Adding to the strain of the crowded 
schedule was the additional effort of working in foreign lan- 
guages—receiving names, places, in Swedish or Finnish. Rolf 
Carleson was an excellent interpreter at the public meetings; still, 
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the names came pouring through, and my clumsy English tongue 
twisted itself around the strange sounds that were being com- 
municated to me. We had to limit the private sittings to English- 
speaking people. 

It was remarkable how spirit can overcome language barriers, 
and it proves that thought has no limitation. The interpreter 
would relay to the person in the audience the message I was re- 
ceiving for him, and before the person could respond, I would 
receive the next part. It was linking up with what the person was 
going to ask the translator to interpret to me in his next question. 

Rolf and the press seemed particularly impressed with this 
phenomenon, and the papers reported: “Twice before her inter- 
preter could translate questions asked by the recipients of spirit 
messages, Ena Twigg surprised all by giving them the answers 
in English.” Rolf said to a reporter, “One experienced sitter said 
it had been the best séance she had ever had, because of the 
Swedish names and appropriate dates that were communicated.” 

In another interview Rolf made the point “that this demonstra- 
tion by a medium who has never visited Stockholm is of great 
value because critics cannot argue that the information she pro- 
vided was due to her previous knowledge.” He himself told me 
that 98 percent of the facts given even to some of his personal 
friends had been unknown to him. 

The reception in Finland was overwhelming and a great sur- 
prise to Harry and to me. I had had no idea there was such a 
strong Spiritualist interest in that country. The Finns are the most 
wonderful people—warm, friendly, enthusiastic, and demonstra- 
tive. We couldn’t get all the people into the first meeting I took 
there. The crowds were so large that we had to move out of an 
ordinary hall to an enormous amphitheater. The press, the pho- 
tographers, the magazines, and the broadcasters literally were 
swarming. When the meeting was over, I couldn’t get out, and 
they had to take us out by a side door. Trying to elude the re- 
porters, we slipped into waiting cars to proceed to the party that 
was being given for us. The reporters got wind of where we were 
and came hammering and pounding on the door of our host. Fi- 
nally we had to give them their interviews, with flashbulbs pop- 
ping like Chinese firecrackers on New Year's Eve. One woman 
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photographer-reporter was so bold that she tracked us all night 
and finally cornered Harry, demanding to know what it was like 
being married to a medium, wanting to know what he thought 
about it all, while she had me posing for twelve more exclusive 
photos. 

By the time the tour was over, I was so hoarse that I could 
speak only in whispers, and I was so exhausted that I hardly ever 
moved all the way home. Before we left, the sponsors and the 
many people we had met were pressing me for the promise of a 
return visit and another tour. I did not commit myself then, but 
as I sank wearily into my airplane seat for the homeward 
joumey, Harry and I looked at each other and we both said, 
“Never again.” I made up my mind that if people want to see me, 
they can come to England. Many of them still do, all these many 
years later, and I sit with them at least once a year even today. 

You can imagine the state I was in when we finally entered our 
front door. Home had never seemed more of a haven. All I 
wanted was a little peace and quiet and rest—lots of rest. We 
hadn’t been in the house an hour—our bags hadn’t even been un- 
packed—when there was a loud knocking at the front door. Harry 
went to see who it was, A distraught, hysterical middle-aged man 
came rushing in, crying, “I must see Mrs. Twigg. I must see Mrs. 
Twigg. Maurice Barbanell sent me.” Harry explained that we 
had just returned from a long journey, that I was exhausted, and 
that it was impossible for me to see anyone at that moment. 

While this was going on downstairs, I was in the bedroom 
changing from my travel clothes, and I heard a voice saying, “See 
him, see him.” Often those on the Other Side will exert great in- 
fluence on me to make sure that communication will take place, 
especially when there is an urgent need either in this world or 
in theirs. Sometimes they use force, as in the case of Bishop Pike’s 
son, employing poltergeist activity, “haunting,” or other physical 
phenomena. Sometimes the pressure is on the medium—for in- 
stance, I can hear the urgency of the Other Side pushing, help- 
ing, and influencing me to choose those with the greatest need. 
This is particularly true at large conferences, where everyone 
asks for sittings at once. Invariably, not only do those who are 
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chosen have the most urgent need of this communication, but 
their loved one on the Other Side is also pushing me. 

On that November day, however, I certainly did not want to 
give a sitting to anyone, no matter how great his need. My own 
physical exhaustion was so great that I felt no more could 
be asked of me at that moment. But the Other Side pushed me 
into the living room, and as I saw the man’s face, I heard myself 
saying Yes, although my tired body clamored No. Contact was 
made immediately with his brother—their first communication 
—and the sitter received the advice and guidance he so desper- 
ately needed, as well as encouragement and moral uplift. 

The man was the Reverend Bertram Peake, a minister who had 
established a hostel for former prisoners where they received free 
clothing, food, shelter, friendship, and an organized effort to 
help them find jobs. The reverend supported this venture out of 
a meager salary he earned as a clerk—barely enough to support 
his wife and twin children. He also solicited contributions for 
the hostel from interested people. The effort to work at a full- 
time job, raise money for the hostel, and run its program had 
exhausted the poor man. 

Now he had run out of money and in desperation had placed 
an advertisement costing ten pounds in an orthodox religious 
publication, asking for donations. He had not received one reply. 
The hostel was out of food and fuel, and he did not see how he 
was going to give the men their annual Christmas party, which 
always had been held on December 1g. It was so cold in 
the building that the reverend had reluctantly given orders to 
burn the pews for fuel on the following Saturday. He saw no way 
out but to close the refuge and try to repair his own ravaged 
health. 

Maurice Barbanell advised the reverend to come to me for a 
sitting to seek help from the Other Side. In the séance Peake’s 
brother advised him to keep the hostel open: “Keep on, old man; 
everything will be all right.” It seemed to be a turning point, in- 
spiring the harassed man with new hope and determination to 
carry on his noble mission of rehabilitation. 

Meanwhile Barbie ran Reverend Bertram Peake’s story in 
Psychic News and Two Worlds, and two days later the reverend 
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received a contribution of one hundred pounds from a Spiritual- 
ist reader. A steady flow of letters continued, some with cash 
contributions, others promising clothing and food for the Christ- 
mas party. Not only the party but also the future of the hostel 
was assured. Peake, overwhelmed by the response and the an- 
swer to his prayers, could not get over the generosity of the 
Spiritualists, for even old-age pensioners sent in half-crowns from 
their meager pockets. 

After Christmas I visited the hostel at Golborne Road Free 
Church, in West London, and gave clairvoyance to Peake’s for- 
mer convicts. It was touching to see how surprised and pleased 
these men were by my presence—the mere fact that I cared 
enough to bother to give an evening’s time made a deep impres- 
sion on them. One of the men receiving his first spirit communi- 
cation was so overwhelmed that he broke down and wept. Many 
incidents in his life, particularly his wartime service in Italy, 
were recalled to him by his spirit communicator. Another man 
could not believe that he was receiving a message. “But I am a 
Roman Catholic,” he protested. The Other Side is nondenomina- 
tional. The meeting stimulated a great deal of discussion, and the 
men started some classes, a discussion group, and meditation. 

The Reverend Mr. Peake told the men, “I was brought up to 
believe that Spiritualists were of the Devil. I only wish they could 
have the kindness in the orthodox churches which I have found 
among Spiritualists, who are still a very much misunderstood 
body.” 

A short time later Harry and I once more had occasion to 
prove Nanny’s law of giving with love. We were faced with a 
family problem which necessitated raising a large sum of money. 
It wasn’t really our responsibility, but Harry and I knew that 
nobody else would tackle it, so I said to Harry, “Don’t let’s think 
about it. I'll write the check out, and we'll forget it.” I made out 
the check, and that was that. Six weeks went by. One morning 
among the mail I found a letter from a lawyer, telling me that a 
woman had died and left me a sum of money in her will, equal to 
the last penny to the amount I had written the check for. 

The woman had been a physiotherapist in a London hospital. 
She telephoned me one day and told me that a surgeon friend of 
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hers was dying and was asking for me. I told her that I didn’t 
know her friend. “No,” my caller replied, “but my friend has 
been to a number of your meetings and lectures and she is dying 
and she would love to see you.” 

So I said, “All right then.” 

The physiotherapist picked me up in her car and took me to 
the hospital where the woman was in a private room, dying of 
cancer. I had brought a little booklet with me, called In Tune 
with the Infinite, written by Ralph Waldo Tryon. The patient 
was an absolute stranger to me. I sat by her bedside and spoke to 
her gently while she was conscious. I said, “I wonder if we could 
dip into this book and find anything that is going to help us.” I 
left the book with her, and I returned to visit her a number of 
times. 

One Monday morning about half past five, I saw her in my 
bedroom, and I said, “Oh, you have left that tired old body of 
yours.” Later that morning I called up her friend the physio- 
therapist and told her that the surgeon was gone. “She came to 
me at half past five this morning.” 

At first she couldn’t believe it. “Oh no, the hospital would have 
rung me,” she said. Nevertheless, the hospital later confirmed 
that the surgeon had died at half past five. 

There is value in knowing that you can come back. The physio- 
therapist never forgot this. Years afterward she was ill, and I went 
to her bedside. I visited her throughout her illness. Then she 
seemed to get better, and I lost touch with her. Several years went 
by, during which, unknown to me, she had me written into her 
will. After her death she had her lawyer get in touch with me, 
and there was the check for precisely the amount I had given 
away. As Nanny always said, “You can’t give things away if you 
give with love and the right motive.” 


The beginning of a new decade is a time for taking stock. As 
I faced the sixties, I looked at my littered living room—urgent 
pleas to tour Australia, to visit the United States, to return to 
Scandinavia, to go to France; requests for private sittings; invita- 
tions to speak at conferences—and IJ felt that I was turning into 
a whirling dervish. It was impossible to do everything, and no 
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matter how hard I tried, there was always more left undone than 
I could do. Exhausting all my strength, I was working myself sick 
until I couldn’t eat or sleep. 

In despair, I cried out to the Other Side. “I know I owe a tre- 
mendous debt, but how much do I have to pay for it? I want to 
help them all, but I can’t. What shall I do?” 

The reply came: “We have never asked you to do this. We 
have said that one job properly done carries far, further than a 
hundred jobs half done.” 

An American friend whom I had met at an international con- 
ference said, “Ena, you can’t put the whole world to rights. You 
can only help some people properly, but if you help them prop- 
erly, they will spread the message. It is like a stone being 
dropped in a pool—the ripples go far, far out.” 

I was told by spirit to try to progress to a new dimension in 
my work, At first it was not quite clear how or what the purpose 
was. I followed the plan, step by step as it gradually unfolded. 
First I began to stop taking bookings far ahead, as hitherto had 
been my custom; sometimes I was booked three years in advance. 
Then I began to work more and more in the séance room. 

I did demonstrate clairvoyance once more on a public plat- 
form—for the British Night program of the conference of the In- 
ternational Spiritualist Federation, which was held in London. 
Since then I have done no more public demonstrations of clair- 
voyance. 

Harry and I had bought our present home on East Acton Lane, 
a cozy two-story row house with a little garden where we could 
grow our roses and a nice backyard for a dog to romp in. It is 
unpretentious but comfortable, and most visitors agree with us 
that it is very homey. 

I set aside one of the upstairs rooms as a séance room for the 
clients who would find their way to the outlying Shepherd’s Bush 
district, where we now lived. I was careful to keep the decora- 
tions in the room nondenominational: The symbols of all the 
major religions of the world are represented, for I do not ask, 
nor do I care, what anyone is—Catholic, Protestant, Jew, Muslim, 
Hindu. All I need to know is that he is a human being who needs 
help. 
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A medium can derive great satisfaction from helping others, 
especially when, in giving comfort, she can also be instrumental 
in bringing enlightenment to people whose world previously had 
been governed by purely material values. One of the saddest 
things that was ever said to me was said by a multimillionaire 
for whom I had been doing a series of sittings. At the end of the 
series, he said, “Do you know who I am?” 

I replied, “As far as I am concerned, you are Mr. Harold. That 
is good enough for me.” 

Then he told me his real name, and he said, “Mrs. Twigg, I'd 
give anything to have what you've got. I have everything in the 
world that money can buy, but I haven’t a thing of value.” 

I told him, “Well, the fault is with you, for money is a tool that 
can be used. If you are going to sit down like King Midas and 
look at gold, breathe gold, and think gold—well, that is all you’ve 
got. But go out. There’s a big hungry world out there. Go out and 
use your money for others, and you'll find your values. If you 
put your hand out and say, ‘I want to serve; I want to serve 
honestly and truthfully in a dedicated way, you are answered— 
not in words but in situations with which you are confronted.” 


One night I was lying in bed, and quite suddenly I could hear 
a tremendous thudding. I thought, Is this my heart? And then 
the whole room began pulsing like a terrific heart, and I became 
aware of the whole of humanity, everybody—man, woman, child, 
black, white, yellow, brown. I was conscious of them all, and 
each one was stretching his arms out—each man, woman, and 
child had his arms out, reaching. The beating got louder and 
louder, pulsing in rhythm like a giant heart. I thought, Whatever 
is happening? Am I dying? And I heard a voice say: “Every- 
body is striving for something. Sometimes their strivings are not 
worth the effort; they are not looking in the right direction.” 

The thought struck me, Wouldn't it be marvelous if you could 
put something worth having into some of those hands! Then it 
all began to fade and I came back and I was in my bed. I couldn't 
get over the experience for days. It stayed with me. It happened 
twice more after that, but not with the same intensity or the same 
degree of impact as the first time. It just took my breath away. 
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I was talking to the bishop of Southwark one day, and I asked 
him what he thought had happened. 

“I think you had a truly mystical experience,” he said. 

I believe that I was very close to the wholeness of life. 


Il 


THE VALUE OF COMMUNICATION 


We need to educate people so they approach the subject of the 
Other Side with the right attitude—with intelligence and their 
analytical faculties and with sympathy and understanding for 
the medium. They must begin to realize that they themselves 
consciously or unconsciously condition the results of a sitting. 

Many people come in with an attitude of superiority and con- 
descension. This, of course, infuriates me because these people 
are not doing the other world a kindness. If they investigate cor- 
rectly, they are the ones to benefit. The other world is delighted 
if it is able to help them. 

Then there are those who come seeking “predictions” so that 
they can relieve themselves of the responsibility of decision and 
turn everything over to the Other Side. If a prediction comes 
through and if I feel that I am receiving something genuine that 
is not a known fact, I will certainly pass it along; however, a gen- 
uine sensitive does what the other world impresses upon her to 
do, not what the public wants her to do. 

If you try to condition either the medium or the Other Side 
by having a specific thing in your mind, it can either prevent any 
results at all or produce the wrong kind of results. An unde- 
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veloped sensitive can very easily be taken unawares, and by 
strong thought projected by the individual, be conditioned to 
supply an answer that the person wants to hear—not the answer 
that is. 

I do not believe that everything is predestined; we have been 
given free will. All of us are dual personalities. If you operate 
on the positive side of your nature, you will discover that the 
Unseen will work with you more fully, but if you are always neg- 
ative and despair about everything, you cannot expect anything 
but negation. You are making it so. Often things are revealed 
by the Other Side out of time—as they will be in the future—but 
that is because there is no time in the other world. You must con- 
sciously condition your circumstances, and then you can let go 
and let God work in his way. 

A very different kind of benefit from communication is 
reflected in the experience of Paul Beard, a fine scholar who now 
heads the College of Psychic Studies. Paul, a respected writer, 
has been a student of this subject for many years. In his Survival 
of Death he says: 


I must have first known of Ena Twigg twenty years ago, but 
it has so happened that although I had taken the chair for her 
when she was giving an address, my first personal contact with 
her mediumship was early in 1961 in a private sitting at the Col- 
lege of Psychic Studies. This made a considerable impact; an ex- 
perienced sitter realizes within the first five minutes that here is 
a medium of rare and unmistakable quality. This showed itself 
in a certain kind of precision. I do not mean 100 percent overall 
accuracy, since no medium in the world achieves this, and if sit- 
ters claim it of their own sittings with mediums, I know they are 
not measuring their sittings objectively. In such a delicate field 
of receptivity as mediumship, 100 percent accuracy is simply 
not possible. 

The precision which interests me in Ena’s mediumship is also 
not one related to names and facts, although these often are 
given, For instance, a near relative gave me the Christian names 
of two governesses who had brought up my wife. One of these 
names I knew well, but to the best of my belief I had never 
heard either the name or even the existence of the other. When 
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my father spoke of holidays at Freshwater and of a well in the 
garden, he could hardly have chosen two facts which better 
identified him for me. But other mediums give remarkable facts, 
and the quality of Ena’s precision for me lies in another field, 
or rather two fields. The first is the ability in her mediumship to 
express the different quality of my individual relationship with 
different people. For instance my friend Lawrence (Hyde), 
though he said quite truly that I had not been able to go to his 
funeral and he accepted the reason why, spoke largely of the re- 
ligious and mystical things which formed the real bond between 
us. Incidentally, he also criticized one of his own faults in a very 
just way. The second is her ability consistently over a period of 
time to produce key phrases which were very apt comments on 
my spiritual problems at the time and which also pointed the way 
to a solution. 

The strength of the philosophy taught by her trance controls, 
as I have experienced it, is that it is geared so intimately with 
the problems and points of growth on the spiritual side of those 
to whom this philosophy is expressed. So far as I know, she does 
not produce a body of material of a general kind suited to a 
large class, or if she does, I do not know of it. I have personally 
found the philosophical side of her mediumship of very great 
personal value, and I have tried to say a few words about it 
below. Like most other trance mediums, I would say that the 
choice of imagery and language had to be made by the control 
—partly, at any rate, from the contents of her own mind—and 
this sometimes leads to occasional unfinished and “diverted” sen- 
tences. These often occur in the original scripts of other teachings 
later prepared for publication. I would expect this tendency to 
lessen if Ena decides to give a little more of her time to this side 
of her work. 

In 1965 a very close communicator made his first trance ap- 
pearances to me through Ena Twigg. He has subsequently shown 
that without doubt he knows many of my actions, as well as my 
particular thought processes between one sitting and another; he 
has shown he knows my problems and frustrations, my ideals, my 
faults, and my working difficulties, The story of this communica- 
tor, Peter, does not make sense except to those ready to consider 
reincarnation as a possibility. Peter claims that we have been 
close to one another in many lives and that we have made a pact 
to do certain work together; we are so close that at one time we 
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have been enemies through the very closeness. But he will not 
define the relationship in any one way. He says: “What are we? 
Are we lovers, are we husband and wife, are we brother and 
sister, are we father and mother, are we brothers?—well, we are. 
That is sufficient; we are. It matters not except that you know 
me and I know you.” Peter is thus encouraging the growth of 
an impersonal spiritual relationship. He implies that we shared a 
life as monks at Glastonbury. In his first talk he said, “The link of 
our names should convey something more subtle and more endur- 
ing than most communicators could give you.” 

Well, he is Peter, and my name is Paul; it so happens that 
Glastonbury Abbey was dedicated to St. Peter and St. Paul and 
that Peter’s first appearance took place on a feast day of St. 
Peter and St. Paul. I have no real understanding of what he in- 
tended to convey, but quite certainly no connection whatever be- 
tween ourselves and the saints was intended. 

Peter often tells me of my failings, both in my present life and 
in earlier ones, and I gather that through sin and error I have 
a lower status than I formerly had, and it needs many incarna- 
tions to recover it. Peter speaks very bluntly about my faults at 
times; for instance, speaking of a time when I had been having 
many guests, he said: “They kept coming and going, and it was 
rather disturbing, rather distracting, but on the other hand aw- 
fully good for you because this told you that until you learnt to 
control circumstances by your own mind, you would not be of 
any use in making further progress.” Through Ena’s trance me- 
diumship, Peter shows himself able to keep in very close touch 
indeed with the movement of my mind. He also makes very use- 
ful suggestions as to where it is best to focus it on. But the value 
of Ena’s mediumship is by no means confined here to what Peter 
says during the trance, for as a result of the trance contact, I have 
undoubtedly been enabled to make a telepathic rapport with 
Peter during my own meditations at other times. Peter often 
shows when I have been successful by taking up the theme I have 
received meanwhile and developing it at the next trance sitting. 

A very interesting feature has emerged as a result of these 
trance talks, which started in June, 1965. Looking through my 
notes of earlier nontrance sittings, and in one case a trance sit- 
ting with Ena’s own principal control, it becomes very clear 
that for a considerable time—in fact, from my very first sitting 
with Ena—Peter was establishing contact gradually but that it 
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took four years before he was able to take over full trance con- 
trol. It was far from clear at first who Peter was at the time. As 
it happens, I had introduced to Ena a sitter who had lost a son 
called Peter, and it seemed both to her in her normal self and 
to myself that the one I will call “my” Peter was this other Peter 
who died only a few years ago, Then “my” Peter said he had 
been over much longer than Lawrence (Hyde), and later again 
Ena gave the name as “Brother Peter, known for a very long 
time.” In this way “my” Peter was able gradually to distinguish 
himself from the recent earth Peter. Overall, my sittings with 
Ena are a remarkable example of how a medium of quality may 
be obtaining material of importance which is essentially correct 
but which is not at first correctly understood either by sitter or 
medium. It is here that keeping notes of sittings later reveals a 
meaning not apparent at the time. It is also of much interest to 
me on reading the record of these sittings as a whole to see how 
Peter has introduced and reintroduced certain basic themes per- 
fectly consistent both with his later trance statements and with 
my subsequent telepathic meditations. 

Another feature of these Peter sittings, in which sometimes 
Mrs. T’s main guide, Philip, speaks on Peter’s behalf as his 
mouthpiece, is the impression which gradually transmits itself 
that it is really much easier, as well as more germane to his pur- 
pose, for Peter to speak of spiritual problems and purposes than 
of my more limited earth concerns. As he once said: “Of what 
interest—how accurate can we be—if we descend to such things? 
They are part of the cross of life.” It is clear that his real pur- 
pose is to try to teach me how to communicate with him. 

Like all mediums of high quality, Ena is constantly tending 
to be victimized by her sitters. There are many more potential 
sitters than she can possibly satisfy. It is therefore a very real 
problem to know how to apportion her work. It is hard for an 
outsider to judge, but perhaps her warmth of heart and com- 
passion lead her to give sittings at times to “beginners” who do 
not always have a close need and who could perhaps best be 
served by less-skilled mediums, with whom they could undergo 
their apprenticeship as sitters. Ena is very disciplined in her 
determination not to oversit, and indeed this is without doubt 
one of the most important factors which has enabled her to reach 
and maintain her quality of output. Regular sitters need to place 
upon themselves a discipline, in turn, against demanding sittings 
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from her too frequently. I personally feel that for the future Ena 
can best serve the spirit by concentrating most (though not all) 
of her time on sitters of the learned and professional classes for 
whom she has the power of obtaining communication at a quality 
level from communicators who were and are themselves of qual- 
ity, and thus help to establish the valuable and serious nature 
of what can be communicated as distinct from mere evidential 
“trivialities,” which can best be left to other mediums. I per- 
sonally think she will do more for the cause by this kind of work 
than by helping grieving hearts, but this is a view she may not 
wholly agree with. It is very difficult for any medium with a 
plastic and sympathetic and warm-hearted temperament to refuse 
the heart calls she readily recognizes in so many who appeal 
to her for help. 


12 


DOUGLAS FAWCETT—A PHILOSOPHER 
PROVES SURVIVAL 


Frequently we hear critics complain that we get so much trivia 
from the Other Side. My answer is that it depends upon where 
and to whom you tune in. If you tune in to a pop concert on the 
radio, you don’t expect to hear classical music—you will get a 
pop concert. Well, when we tune in to a great thinker, we often 
get philosophy. It was a great privilege for me to serve as a chan- 
nel for the philosopher and mountain climber Douglas Fawcett, 
who communicated through me to his beloved friend, former Air 
Marshal Sir Victor Goddard. 

Sir Victor Goddard is one of Britain’s distinguished World 
War II heroes. He won the U.S. Distinguished Service Medal 
under Admiral Chester Nimitz in the Pacific and served in the 
Far East with Lord Mountbatten. After the war he was ap- 
pointed to the Combined Chiefs of Staffs in Washington, D.C., 
where he had many friends—many of them former comrades- 
in-arms. It is not his military or public career that concerns us 
here, however, but rather his psychic experiences: 


Back in 1936 I was a wing commander in the Royal Air 
Force. After weekending in Scotland, I was flying my own plane 
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south to my base in Hampshire when I ran into a bad storm. 
To check my position I was lucky in finding an old World War I 
airfield which I had visited by road the previous day. I had found 
then that the hangars were derelict and the roofs falling in; the 
grass “aerodrome” that used to be there was cut up into fields 
by barbed-wire fencing, and cattle and sheep were grazing 
there. The place was no longer an airfield but a farm. But on the 
following day, as I crossed the boundary of the airfield, flying 
very low in deluging rain, I suddenly emerged from the storm 
into brilliant sunlight. The airfield was completely transformed. 
The whole area was newly mown, the tarmac was new, the 
hangars were refurbished. Four planes were lined up on the 
tarmac; a fifth plane was being pushed out of the hangar, and 
the remarkable thing was that it was a monoplane. But we had 
no monoplanes in the service then. Of the four others, three 
were biplanes, which I recognized as trainers, but the fourth was 
a monoplane, All the planes were yellow, but at that time we 
had no yellow aircraft. The mechanics were wearing blue over- 
alls. All our mechanics wore brown. I was flying so low I had to 
climb to pass over the hangars, yet none of the mechanics looked 
up. This was an astonishing thing because no mechanic then 
could ever resist looking up at an aeroplane flying so close, es- 
pecially one that was breaking regulations. I flew the length of 
the hangars, and I observed a number of things that were quite 
anomalous to the place. As I flew beyond the end of the hangars, 
I was in rain and storm again. 

When later that morning I had landed back at Andover, I told 
two wing-commander friends of mine of my experience. One of 
them begged me not to drink so much Scotch next time I went 
to that country! I had not had any, but I could see that I was not 
being believed, and I said no more about it to anyone. 

About four years later, when Hitler’s war was looming, that 
airfield, like several others, was rebuilt. In the meantime our 
casualties from collisions in the air at flying-training schools were 
so heavy that all trainer planes were painted bright yellow to 
make them more visible. And monoplanes were introduced. Also, 
Wwe ran out of brown overalls, and blue ones were issued to the 
mechanics. Several other of the anomalies I had seen also had 
become normal. 

I realized then that I had seen one of our future flying- 
training schools four years before it became a reality. This was a 
shock to me, but I rationalized the incident away, thinking that 


DOUGLAS FAWCETT—A PHILOSOPHER PROVES SURVIVAL 121 


things that are logical will come to be unless a totally illogical 
influence is brought to bear. But in later years I was to devote 
a great deal of thought to the question, What is realityP At the 
time I was too preoccupied with the study of future enemy air 
forces rather than the development of our own. 


Some years after his experience of precognition, Sir Victor 
had another unusual experience with a precognitive dream—not 
his own dream; it was told to him, and force of circumstances 
caused him to enact it. It was about an airplane crash that came 
true in almost all its details. The adventure was so remarkable 
that it was made into a film called The Night My Number Came 
Up: 


I was in Southeast Asia, on my way back home through 
America to say good-bye and thank you to my American friends. 
It was after World War II, and I was going to see some friends 
in Shanghai, particularly generals Stratemeyer and McConnell 
and one or two others. A cocktail party was being held in my 
honor, and as I was talking to some of the guests, I heard some- 
one describing an awful airplane crash and expressing surprise 
that the party was on because, he said, the man for whom the 
party was being given, Air Marshal Goddard, was killed in the 
crash on a rocky beach. 

Well, naturally I was surprised to hear this and listened more 
closely to the details about the crash, which the loudspeaker said 
took place on a rocky island. When I turned around, the man 
recognized me and stuttered, “I’m terribly sorry... . I mean 
I’m glad. . . . I don’t know what I do mean.” He evidently rec- 
ognized me or my uniform. Then he described the aircraft, which 
was carrying a service crew and, as passengers, myself and a 
staff officer and three civilians: two men and a woman. 

I said, “That’s not me—I am not carrying three civilians and 
certainly no woman.” But before I departed next morning I had 
been inescapably induced to give a lift to Tokyo to three civilian 
passengers, one of whom was a woman. These three included 
the present Lord Kemsley (he was then the Hon. Nigel Berry), 
the consul general, with whom I had dined that night, and his 
secretary. After a long and hazardous flight we were forced by 
shortage of fuel to crash-land on a rocky beach on the coast of 
Sadu Island, There was a lookout station on a nearby hill. The 
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door was open, and the place was deserted. Nigel Berry, questing 
for help, walked in, picked up the telephone, and was imme- 
diately answered by an American soldier. It was a through line 
from this post to the mainland, which was about eighty miles 
away in Negato, Berry told him we had crashed on the island. 
The American garrison commander sent a boat to pick us up. 


In answer to a question, Sir Victor said: 


No, I never went to a medium; I never had any inclination 
to do so. But because of quite other circumstances, I later be- 
came widely experienced with psychic mediums. 

During the war we had lost a famous actor, Leslie Howard, 
who had been shot down in the sea off Spain. They were 
American planes—Dakotas—but the crews were all British. The 
widows of the crewmen flying with Leslie Howard were all 
awarded “active service” pensions, considerably higher than the 
usual pensions. Now, it so happened that a friend of mine, a 
rather leading civil servant, was traveling in another plane ac- 
companying Howard’s plane, and it too had disappeared, never 
to be heard of again. It was probably shot down at the same 
time, only there was no proof, and my friend’s widow did not 
receive the larger pension due to one widowed by enemy action. 
She appealed to me for help. 

I confided my dilemma to Baron Palmestiera, the Swedish am- 
bassador in London, who had been closely associated with two 
famous violinists who were also psychics, The ambassador was 
impressed with their sensitivity, since the sisters had reported 
receiving a message from Schubert about a symphony that had 
never been published. An involved search finally unearthed the 
“lost symphony,” hidden away in an old mansion in a steel box 
that wasn’t to be opened for a hundred years. They had to have 
the chancellor of Austria give special permission to open the box. 
The symphony was found, and it was played at the Albert Hall. 

I appealed to the baron to help us get in touch with the Other 
Side to determine whether my friend’s plane had been shot down 
and perhaps produce some evidence that I could use to get his 
widow a proper pension. He invited me to join a very small body 
now called the Centre for Spiritual and Psychological Studies, and 


that is how I embarked on what might be called a spiritual and 
psychic quest. 


DOUGLAS FAWCETT—A PHILOSOPHER PROVES SURVIVAL 123 


One of the strongest influences in the shaping of Sir Victor’s 
evolution from a man of action into a man of the spirit was his 
friendship with Douglas Fawcett: 


Fawcett’s father was a close friend of Edward VII, a great 
scholar, athlete, all-around gay blade, with much charm and two 
fortunes, which he drank and spent and yachted away, rather 
neglecting his two sons. One son, Colonel Percy Harrison Fawcett, 
became a famous explorer who was lost mysteriously on an ex- 
ploratory expedition into the Mato Grosso jungle in Brazil; the 
other son, Douglas, combined ascendency over physical difficul- 
ties (i.e. mountaineering and later flying) with ascendency into 
higher consciousness. He wrote a series of books on philosophy, 
introducing the new concept of Imaginism, climaxing his work 
with what he considered his masterpiece, The Oberland Dia- 
logues, written in Switzerland, His final work was an inspired 
thing called Light of the Universe, in blank verse—a book of about 
160 pages. 


Douglas Fawcett’s revolutionary philosophy was related to 
the livingness of the hierarchy of Imaginals, culminating in God, 
eternally and progressively creating and maintaining through 
Divine Imagining. The Oberland Dialogues paints a splendid 
picture of the immortality of man’s soul. His writing is an attack 
on the mechanistic mythology of materialism. 

This philosophy of Imaginism is too important and too com- 
plex to be summarized here. It was apparently considered so 
important on the Other Side that the “Myers Group” (purporting 
to be the company of Oxford and Cambridge scholars who 
founded the British Society for Psychical Research) sent a com- 
munication through the automatic writing of medium Geraldine 
Cummins to Dr. Raynor C. Johnson, the Australian physicist, 
philosopher, psychical researcher, and writer, directing him to 
write a book on Fawcett’s Imaginism. That book—his famous 
Nurslings of Immortality*—attempted to widen the audience for 
the philosophy. 

Douglas Fawcett died on April 14, 1960. He was ninety-four 


* Raynor C, Johnson (Mystic, Conn.: Lawrence Verry, Inc., 1960). 
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years old. Sir Victor has devoted much of his time since his re- 
tirement to study, writing, and public speaking. He has recently 
written a book, All Things Bright, developing the thesis pre- 
sented by Douglas Fawcett and embodying his own experiences 
and those of others in relation to Imaginism: “the creation of all 
that is, in our consciousness and in all consciousness, with aspira- 
tion towards balance of intuition and intellect in the appraisal of 
truth and reality, and with great respect and reverence for 
Deity,” Sir Victor explains. 

When Sir Victor came to see me, I did not know who he was. 
It was at my home, on February 7, 1961. Later he came to me 
at the College of Psychic Studies. The first time he came there 
was on February 14, 1961. We had other sittings on August 31, 
1961, and on February 1 and November 26, in 1962, and an- 
other on February 28, 1963, and then others through the years, 
sometimes at my home, sometimes at the college. The first time 
Sir Victor was incognito. He has kept verbatim notes of his con- 
versations with Douglas Fawcett, through me, and relates them 
in full in Part II. 
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OF GHOSTS AND HAUNTINGS 


When Harry’s mother passed on, I took the cremation service. 
The advice that I give to families who have lost a loved one is 
to try to think of the onward-going person rather than of them- 
selves. Obviously, we are going to miss his presence—the letter, 
the telephone call, the dropping in for a cup of tea, his face at 
the holiday dinner table—but if you can stop thinking about your- 
self, it will help those who have departed and those who remain. 
Cremation is better in the sense that there is no burial spot; hence 
the people left behind do not go to a grave and say, “This 
is where my loved one is.” This gives release on both sides. 

At a cremation service we fill the church or crematorium with 
beautiful bouquets of flowers tied with bright ribbons. We never 
have a wreath or wired flowers; we have masses of gay flowers. 
After the service I talk to the departed. I send them into their 
new life with the assured knowledge that we know that they live 
on. What we call death is really a second birth into a new life. 
If you think of the conditions of birth and the conditions of 
death, there is a great similarity. They are both a painful coming 
into and a going away from. I know the departed are in a better 
world where there are limitless opportunities and expanded hori- 
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zons. They will be able to assimilate knowledge from teachers 
who will attend to them. Their own loved ones will meet them, 
and if necessary, they will be given a rest until such time as they 
want to resume activities. 

Then I turn to the congregation and challenge them to involve 
themselves in this great new adventure. I tell them they must 
not grieve because we are thinking of the Risen One. Grief is 
selfish because we are grieving for our own loss of their earthly 
presence. And where that loved one has gone, we shall ultimately 
go also, but in the interim it is possible for us to make contact 
with him. Grief is an inhibiting factor. 

It is unfortunate that the clergy today does not know how to 
comfort the mourner. Once I went to Golder’s Green to take a 
cremation service. When I got there, the man in charge of the 
chapel said it would be available in thirty minutes and would be 
at my disposal for only twenty or thirty minutes. I replied with 
some asperity that the chapel would be at my disposal for as 
long as I needed it. I was not going to time a farewell to a loved 
one by any stopwatch. 

After the service I went into the robing room to take off my 
vestments. There was a rabbi in there. I apologized to him and 
explained that I had come for my possessions. He looked at me 
with great curiosity and asked me what denomination I belonged 
to. When I told him, he could not hide the look of incredulity 
on his face. 

“Look at my mourners,” I challenged him, “and look at yours.” 
My congregation, dressed in bright and pretty colors, was filter- 
ing out of the chapel, smiling, chatting with their friends and 
relatives, cheerful, whole, and ready to pick up the responsibili- 
ties of their earthly lives. The rabbi’s mourners, draped in 
funereal black, were shattered with grief and weeping. Which 
is the better way? 

There is one important ministerial function that I as a medium 
am called on to perform that is quite unknown to orthodox 
clergy—and that is to deal with those entities who have lost 
their physical bodies but continue to haunt this life. They are 
often referred to as ghosts, but I detest the term. These poor un- 
fortunates do not know they are dead, They may need to make 
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contact with somebody on earth to let them know that they are 
still alive, or they may be tied by certain situations and emo- 
tions; they may be people who feel that something was omitted 
or neglected in their lives. 

A genuine sensitive may be able under the right circumstances 
to communicate with them and help them find a happier state 
of being. We do this by impressing upon them that we will do 
what we can to free them of the condition that is troubling them, 
correct any real or fancied injustice, and clear up whatever un- 
finished business is keeping them earthbound. Then we gently 
and kindly suggest that they go forward into their new life with 
a greater understanding. 

I have been involved in a number of interesting hauntings. 
One of the funniest stories involved a theater, although I did 
not know that I was being taken to one for this adventure. 

When we started, I was picked up, taken to a car, and blind- 
folded. All I was told was that we were going to a place that was 
having some trouble—and they thought a haunting might be in- 
volved. I was driven round and round, and eventually we ar- 
rived at the destination. Our escorts said that we were too early, 
so we had to drive around some more. 

Finally, we stopped. They helped me out of the car. Harry 
was with me, fortunately. Then they took my arm and guided 
me while I stumbled along. They took off the blindfold, and there 
I was on a stage, surrounded by a bevy of girls with next to noth- 
ing on. We were in a theater. The performance was over, but 
the cast lingered on, curious to see what was going to happen. 

I thought, Goodness, what am I doing here in this strange 
place with these half-naked girls? 

The girls all thought it was rather weird—and so did I, for that 
matter. Finally the girls went off. Then I was supposed to dis- 
cover what was wrong with the theater. Everybody insisted that 
there was something wrong on the stage. 

I was quite sure that it wasn’t on the stage at all. So I asked 
them to let me wander around the place, and then I would tell 
them where the trouble was coming from. When I got up into 
the gallery, I knew immediately that I had found the place. 

“Oh, it’s here. There’s a man sitting here, and he doesn’t know 
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he is dead!” I called out. The man had died sitting in that seat 
in the theater and didn’t know he was dead. He'd frightened 
the life out of the whole staff. So my job then was to explain to 
him that the show was finished and he’d just as well get on with 
his new life. 

On another haunting case, I was asked to go to a house with 
the press. When we arrived at the place, miles from home, I was 
taken into a room. As I sat down on the settee, I saw a man. He 
said, “I have been swindled out of this house.” 

I asked, “What is the matter?” 

“They’ve twisted me out of the price of this house,” he replied. 

“But you don’t need this house now,” I pointed out to him. “You 
are in another world.” 

Then I relayed to the people in the room what I was hearing. 
I patiently explained to the poor spirit that he was creating an 
awful lot of disturbance and distress to the people—they couldn't 
live in the house because of his activities. 

“The thing that has really made me angry,” he replied, “is 
that they’ve ripped out my oak bookcase that I built with my 
own hands—they’ve ripped it out and thrown it away out in the 
garden.” 

Now, I was a complete stranger to that house and family. I 
had never seen either before. So I asked the family if what he 
was telling me about the bookcase was true. They said it was. 

So I began reasoning with the unhappy spirit. “Why raise such 
a fuss about the bookcase? They don’t need it, and you don’t need 
it, so what are you mad about?” 

As for being twisted out of the money, the present occupants 
were only renting the house; they didn’t own it. Besides, the 
spirit didn’t need or want the house or money or anything else 
in this world. Finally he was convinced, and he departed. 

The terrible part about this story is that the haunting had been 
so bad and the spirit had been so determined to make someone 
pay attention that he had overshadowed the son of the family 
renting the house, who had committed a violence on his own 
mother and who had to be put in a mental institution. He was 
a long time getting well. After I talked with the spirit, the haunt- 
ing stopped and never occurred again. 
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Another time I was asked to go to a house off of Kent Road. 
It was a particularly horrible night—pouring with rain, dark, and 
incredibly dreary, 

There was a young couple there, absolutely terrified. The man 
was a professional photographer. They told me that spontaneous 
fires were breaking out all over—beds, chairs, rugs, would sud- 
denly catch fire. “Well, we'll be sitting in a room, and a fire will 
start on the settee, or the chair will start to burn, the beds, the 
curtains, anything; but nobody has been burnt. Come and have 
a look at the place.” 

I had never seen anything like it in my life. The press people 
were there, and even they were surprised. The windowsills in 
the children’s bedrooms had been seared with fire, but miracu- 
lously no one had been burned or injured. It was really terri- 
fying. 

So all of us sat down in the living room, and I heard a young 
man’s voice say, “I’m Jimmy.” 

“Who are you?” I asked. 

“Tm her brother [referring to the woman]. I died as a result 
of a fire when I was three years old.” 

Then I asked him, “Why are you terrorizing these people like 
this if you are indeed the one causing the disturbance?” 

“It’s my only means of making them wake up to the fact that 
what is happening in the family is too dreadful for words.” 

I asked him what was going on in the family which disturbed 
him so, and he told me the whole story. It is confidential, but it 
did involve a family quarrel resulting in members not talking to 
each other. He said, “I will continue to do this until amends have 
been made and peace has been restored in the family.” 

“Will you promise me that if I ask the folks here to put this 
all right, you will then get on with your life in the other world 
and leave them in peace?” 

“I promise you that if they make peace with the rest of the 
family, there will be no more disturbance,” he said. And there 
were no more fires. 

A case I worked on with Canon John Pearce-Higgins, who has 
done a great deal of work in hauntings, involved a young vicar, 
his wife, and their three children. They complained of a deep 
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feeling of depression in the house. They heard footsteps on the 
stairs. The young wife felt that she was being watched when she 
was working in the kitchen. The young son refused to sleep in 
the former vicar’s bedroom. 

The canon, the family, and I sat down in the living room. Soon 
the entity came through and said he had been the vicar of this 
parish for many years. “I see no reason why I’ve been barred from 
my study. I can’t get into my own study. They've messed the 
whole place up,” the vicar complained. 

“Well, what have they done? I’ve never been here before, so 
I don’t know what you are referring to.” Then I asked the family 
to explain. The new vicar said that they had put up partitions 
and altered the layout of the building. 

I talked with the former vicar for a bit, reasoning with him 
and probing for the real reason behind his haunting. He seemed 
very eager to talk and told me that he had been a sad and lonely 
bachelor. He described the church, and apparently his descrip- 
tion was correct in every detail, according to the current vicar. 
He discussed details of the affairs of his parishioners. And then 
he started to cry. 

“I am tied to this place by the sense of what I have left un- 
done,” he sobbed. “I do not know where to go.” He thanked me 
for coming and said, “Had I known you when I was alive, I would 
have said that you were of the devil.” 

We all prayed for him. He stopped haunting the vicarage, but 
according to the canon, who followed up on the case, the poor 
soul took to haunting the vestry in the church. The canon says it 
was really a guilty conscience over his homosexuality that was 
bothering the “Haunting Vicar,” and it was not until he was given 
absolution by the bishop himself that he finally departed in 
peace. 

The canon was involved in another case, which was very com- 
plicated and difficult and required nine visits by him to a vicar- 
age in Nottinghamshire. It appeared that a curious assemblage 
of lost souls had congregated in the house over centuries. It is a 
fascinating story that I hope the canon will tell in his own book 
one day. I was involved in only one aspect of the case. 

Among the congregation of haunters were two monks, inhabit- 
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ing the attic, who believed they were still living in their priory, 
which had been dissolved in 1536. Since the house itself had not 
been built until the seventeenth century, the canon was curious 
about the information conveyed by the monks. In a trance sit- 
ting, I was able to corroborate the monks’ story by describing 
the original house that had existed on the site before the present 
vicarage had been built on top of it, covering all signs of 
the former priory. 

Two Christmases ago a woman telephoned me and said, “I’ve 
bought an apartment in a Georgian house, and I can’t live here. 
It is really awful. I can’t live here.” 

I said I would go to see her. Harry and I went to her beauti- 
fully converted apartment in a lovely Georgian house. We sat 
down, and I contacted a woman. 

I said, “What’s the matter with you?” 

She said, “I hate all men,” and then she told me the whole story 
of her association with the building and why she was there. 

I told her, “This woman and her litile girl have never hurt 
you.” 

“But this all happened to me in this house,” she retorted. She 
had built wp a great hatred and desire for vengeance around this 
house. 

“But you've no right to be here,” I told her. “It is time for you 
to get on with your life and leave these people alone. This is their 
home now. You go away and enjoy yourself in your new world.” 
And this is how these things are dealt with: We don’t have any 
histrionics or incantations but just love and understanding, and 
we listen to them. 

One day I was called by a vicar to come see about a house that 
a couple in his parish said was haunted. I went and inspected the 
house. There was absolutely no one at all haunting it. The couple 
just wanted to get a different house and were using this as an 
excuse. I told their vicar not to pay any attention to them at all. 
He was very grateful. A few days later he telephoned me and 
asked if I would come to his church and talk to his ladies. They 
would all be youngish people. 

I agreed. It turned out to be an awful day; it was snowing 
very hard, and I told him that he would have to send a car for 
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me. Well, he did. By some miracle the roads were cleared of 
snow and ice, and we got there. All the ladies were nicely 
dressed, intelligent-looking women. One of them came up to 
Harry and told him she was very skeptical. 

So when we started—I never make any apologies for medium- 
ship—I presented the facts and then asked, “Well, what do you 
make of it?” At the end of the talk we had an open session for 
questions, and the women really wouldn't stop asking them. 
Some even pulled Harry aside, peppering him with a million 
questions: “Can this be verified?” “Is this true?” One young 
woman came up to me and said, “I came here with great mis- 
givings because I did not know what it was going to be like or 
what was going to happen, but now I’m worse than ever—be- 
cause you're so completely normal. I’m more confused than ever.” 

I think that was the greatest compliment I ever received. 
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In March of 1964 I had to undergo a serious internal operation 
that kept me hospitalized for five weeks. During my convales- 
cence I suffered a severe heart attack, and the specialists were 
called in by my attending surgeon. 

During the operation I was out-of-body, a state I frequently 
experience while in a trance. I met my spirit friends, and I was 
offered a choice: to return to my physical body or to go on with 
them to the Other Side. “I still have much work to do,” I heard 
myself answering, choosing to return. My choice was accepted, 
and for the second time spirit helped me recover. 

Three weeks later my physicians gave me a routine cardio- 
graph examination. There was absolutely no sign of a heart at- 
tack. I was completely healed, without any trace of the usual 
scar. The puzzled doctors shook their heads and retested me. 
They were really in a muddle—they could not go back on their 
previous diagnosis, and yet they couldn’t explain away the mirac- 
ulous recovery that left none of the usual markings. 

They shook their heads and said, “It’s a mystery.” 

“What about healing? What about the prayers of healers and 
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friends offered up on my behalf? Don’t you think they might have 
something to do with it?” I asked. 

But of course my suggestion was dismissed by the doctors as 
silly. They conceded that prayer might help in a psychosomatic 
situation but not in a heart-attack case that had been diagnosed 
and registered on an infallible machine. 

That is a challenge for researchers. Modern scientists and psy- 
chical researchers are so enamored of machines and gadgets and 
instruments that they are missing the forest for the trees. I am 
not against research. I have been quite prepared to undergo the 
most stringent test conditions and also to cooperate with the 
scientists, with the atheists, with the agnostics. 

This truth is for everybody, and if we can make it acceptable, 
nothing but good can come of it. Over the years, I have devoted 
a great deal of time to research projects, no matter how busy or 
heavy my schedule. I have had electrodes on my hands; I have 
submitted my body to all kinds of discomfort. Why? Because 
I want to know more. 

A TV producer said to me one day, “You people have got the 
tip of the iceberg.” 

I replied, “No, we have got the iceberg, but we have to un- 
cover it.” 

In making careful and painstaking analyses, in submitting to 
testing, we are, I hope, preparing the way so that the younger 
generation can profit from what we have learned. 

I am very grateful to my dear friend Rosalind Heywood, one 
of England’s most respected researchers in parapsychology, who 
is vice-president of the British Society for Psychical Research. 
Rosalind has helped me so much because she has insistently 
asked again and again, “Have you got that taped? Have you got 
it written? Have you got it dated and timed? Have you got it 
witnessed?” We would never have had the recording of Bishop 
Pike’s first communication after his death in the desert had it not 
been for Rosalind’s training. She has been endlessly patient with 
me, and I am very grateful to her. 

If I had my way, I would want all students interested in para- 
psychology to read Rosalind’s excellent book on the history of 
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psychical research, The Sixth Sense.* After reading it, the reader 
may be able to understand our impatience with some of modern 
research. It really hasn’t gotten much beyond the work the orig- 
inal founders of the British Society for Psychical Research did in 
1882. Modern research in the field of survival has fallen far be- 
hind that of the pioneers. The most convincing evidence of sur- 
vival is called the Cross-Correspondence, a foolproof method 
devised by the founders to be carried out from the Other Side 
after their deaths. 

The Cross-Correspondence is too complicated to explain in 
detail, but briefly it consisted of more than three thousand com- 
munications sent by the founders through more than a dozen 
mediums and automatists in such widely scattered locations as 
England, America, and India over a period of thirty years. The 
communicators, known as the Myers Group, were all great clas- 
sical scholars, and their allusions were literally Greek to the 
mediums through whom they sent piecemeal messages that con- 
stituted one of the most complicated classical literary jigsaw 
puzzles in the world, impossible (all researchers agree) to fake. 

The scripts were sent into the Society for Psychical Research 
by such mediums and automatists as Mrs. Leonard Piper in 
Boston; Mrs. Alice Kipling Fleming (Rudyard Kipling’s sister), 
who used the nom de plume Mrs. Holland, in India; and Mrs. 
Margaret Verrall, Miss Helen Verrall, and Mrs. Winifred Wil- 
lett in Britain. None of the mediums understood the bits and 
scraps which had to be assembled into obscure stories of Greek 
mythology, many of which had symbolic references to current 
problems in this world. The men and women who put together 
the jigsaw puzzle included Lord Balfour, Sir Oliver Lodge, Mrs. 
Eleanor Sidgwick, Alice Johnson, secretary of the SPR, and J. E. 
Piddington, former honorary secretary of the SPR. 

The whole point of the exercise as explained by the Myers 
Group in their communications was that since they themselves 
were experienced researchers and knew how hard it was to prove 
survival, they devised an error-proof method of proving their con- 


* Rosalind Heywood (London: Chatto & Windus, Ltd., 1959). American 
edition: Beyond the Reach of Sense: An Inquiry into Extra-Sensory Per- 
ception (New York: E, P, Dutton & Co., 1961). 
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tinued existence and consciousness on the Other Side. It will be 
difficult to match their achievement. But why should we have to 
prove the same thing over and over again? It is like asking us 
to reinvent the wheel in each generation. There is so much more 
to know that we should get on with the still-unexplored. 

Modern researchers, with the exception of a few like Dr. Ian 
Stevenson, Professor of Neurology and Psychiatry at the Univer- 
sity of Virginia Medical School, have not been too interested in 
survival. Dr. Stevenson has been researching reincarnation and 
survival for the past ten years, sponsored by the American 
Society for Psychical Research. His book Twenty Cases Sugges- 
tive of Reincarnation* is a classic on this subject. The American 
Society for Psychical Research was recently awarded a large sum 
of money from the estate of a miner out West by the name of 
Kidd, left for the purpose of investigating man’s soul after death. 
Allen Spraggett, the famous Canadian writer and broadcaster 
who did the televised séance with Bishop Pike and Arthur Ford, 
has told me that he too expects to work on a comprehensive book 
on survival evidence. 

One of the great difficulties in trying to prove communication 
with the Other Side by scientific means is that you really cannot 
tie mediumship to a wheel and make it function properly in 
laboratory conditions, Rosalind Heywood understands this so 
well because she herself is very psychic. Her many experiences 
have been related in a most fascinating book, ESP: A Personal 
Memoir.t Although she cannot quite bring herself to make the 
leap of faith and get off the researcher’s fence, she is an 
extremely sensitive and sympathetic researcher and very under- 
standing of the problems of the medium. 

Rosalind recently said to Ruth Brod, “I have known Ena about 
ten years, quite long enough to feel convinced that she is an 
idealist of great integrity with a sense of mission. I have en- 
couraged her to keep careful notes and records. I realize how 
very difficult this is for a medium, who is so often approached 
by the unhappy and the bereaved, for such sitters almost force 

ina Stevenson (New York: American Society for Psychical Research, 
1966). 

t Rosalind Heywood (New York: E. P. Dutton & Co., Inc., 1964). 


PSYCHICAL RESEARCH Lor 


one to concentrate on comforting and consoling them rather than 
on recording and corroborating pieces of evidence. I mean that 
a compassionate medium’s work—and Ena is most compassionate 
—is almost driven to be clinical rather than to be research- 
oriented unless she sits with experimenters. And if one does that, 
the sympathy and emotion which I think stimulate mediumship 
are inevitably lacking. So they are to my mind in rather a cleft 
stick, besieged by demands for help and yet wishing to do re- 
search. I think that Ena is in that position.” 

In Rosalind’s article on mediums, which appeared in the April 
12, 1971, issue of Man, Myth and Magic, a weekly encyclopedia 
of the supernatural, she conceded that “on occasion, mediums 
produce phenomena in controlled conditions for which no 
scientifically orthodox explanation has yet been found. A good 
medium appears to make meaningful contact in some unknown 
way with remote events and personalities and, on the face of it, 
even at times with the dead.” 

In general, psychical researchers studying a medium are try- 
ing to find out what it is that is operating. They are trying 
to eliminate the theory of aura-reading, telepathy, clairvoyance, 
or other forms of ESP which are an extension of the physi- 
cal senses or of the subconscious layers of the mind. Over the 
years, they have devised test techniques to eliminate these fac- 
tors, and I have taken part in many different varieties. 

A very popular test is the proxy sitting. Here you have a per- 
son coming in who is completely disinterested and uninvolved 
in any way in what you are going to do. Sometimes they 
are given sealed packages to bring, closed with either sealing 
wax or tape, so they cannot possibly know anything about the 
contents. They have absolutely no knowledge at all of the sub- 
ject, so that rules out telepathy. They just take down what you 
say on a tape-recorder or in shorthand, and then the results are 
taken away, checked, and graded. 

In one test done at the College of Psychic Studies, Denise 
Hankey, daughter of Muriel Hankey, the college principal and 
secretary at that time, brought a registered package. We opened 
it in the séance room. It contained an eyeglass case. I went into 
a trance immediately, and the communicator was able to give 
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such convincing evidence that the owner of the case became a 
firm believer in spiritualism and survival. 

In another proxy sitting Anne Dooley, a well-known writer 
on parapsychology, handed me a folded sheet of paper enclos- 
ing a torn portion of a typed transcript. Although I didn’t know 
it, it was part of her interview with an American psychic re- 
searcher, Christopher B. Hills. I told her, “This concerns another 
country—America. This is somebody interested in the mind— 
experiments in distance and connected by thought. It could be 
linked with a university. It is a form of paranormal work, but it 
has nothing to do with religion. It is with the mind and with mak- 
ing contacts over distance.” 

I went on in great detail, describing the man, his work, his in- 
terests in the paranormal. At one point I told Miss Dooley, “I 
don’t know what this means, but I saw a bright shining star— 
twinkle, twinkle.” (Hills and his associates had been using solar 
light in their mirror experiments. ) 

Anne shows Hills a copy of the transcript of the sitting, and 
he said, “She was right all the way.” 

Another kind of experiment done under research conditions 
was carried out by an eminent writer-researcher. She threw a 
bundle of letters on my lap and said, “See what you can get from 
that.” 

I was appalled for a moment. I couldn’t see what I was going 
to do with a bunch of letters thrown helter-skelter at me. I turned 
to my spirits and asked them what we were to do with these let- 
ters. A few passes made over the letters were all that was required 
then to sort them out. 

“These letters are from a woman—those from a man,” I told 
the researcher. “This is the husband—this is the wife. The husband 
has just passed from cancer.” I went on to build up the case, and 
I gave quite a lot of evidence: the fact that the husband had been 
connected with a certain university and many other facts that 
later checked out to be accurate. When the sitting was checked 
and analyzed, two eminent professors became interested and in- 
volved in this subject and have been pursuing it ever since. 

I have done a number of experiments for Canadians and Amer- 
icans, as well as for British researchers, which are conducted in 
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the following fashion: I am placed in a locked room, under strict 
supervision, with someone guarding the door. I am told that at 
a certain time somebody someplace in the world will be tuning 
in to me—will be my “mystery sitter.” 

There is a table, a chair, a tape recorder; otherwise the room 
is bare. I am given the length of time the tape will run—thirty, 
thirty-five, or forty minutes—to record my impressions. Then, still 
under supervision, I am taken out of the first room and placed 
in another room to have another go. All these experiments are 
done under code names. The researchers analyze the tapes and 
grade them. Some of the things predicted during test sittings as 
long as ten years ago are still coming true. 

I have done endless experiments to test for telepathy, and I am 
really no good at it at all. I have been trussed up with electrodes 
and wires on my hands and on my head. In one experiment 
I was given a fifteen-second time lag to pick up an impression 
that was being projected somewhere in the world. I was hope- 
less at this; I find it ever so much easier to communicate with 
the Other World. What is often not understood is all the differ- 
ent levels of consciousness on which mediumship operates. It’s 
like asking Shakespeare to write for the Daily Mirror. 

If telepathy were all that operated when I give a sitting, I 
would be a multimillionaire, rule the world, and have everything 
set to rights by now: no wars, poverty, greed, hatred, or prejudice. 
For I meet people of great importance, and if I could get all kinds 
of things out of their minds telepathically, I would be the richest, 
most powerful, smartest human in the world. Instead I am just 
an English housewife who has to do the cooking, cleaning, and 
washing up. 

Back in the 1920’s William H. Button, president of the Ameri- 
can Society for Psychical Research, said there was a “law of frus- 
tration that seems to operate in the realm of psychical research.” 
He was in England, working with Sir Oliver Lodge, trying to get 
concrete proof of a certain medium’s power. And when he got 
it and was highly elated, it mysteriously all came undone. I have 
often thought of that “law of frustration’—especially in connec- 
tion with the following incident. 

A nuclear scientist wanted to do some experiments. He arrived 
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with a small truck to conduct his tests and dragged all these great 
apparatuses into my living room. He had photoelectric cells, re- 
corders, wires, gadgets, all over the place—we literally couldn't 
move around the room. And the funny thing that happened was 
that before he could start to switch everything on, I had started: 
the communication was just pouring out from the Other Side. He 
didn’t know what to do. He didn’t know whether to stop and 
switch all those things on or go with the sitting. The Other Side 
just wasn’t going to be dictated to and began to supply the mate- 
rial before he could get set up. 

This man came to see me some time later and said, “I’ve ac- 
cepted the theory of reincarnation. With the weapons of destruc- 
tion that we've got, we could destroy the world. If we blow this 
world up and all of ourselves in it, where will I reincarnate?” 

I said, “Mate, that is your problem—not mine.” 

In the past year I’ve been involved in some very interesting 
experiments with universities here in England and abroad. I did 
some research sittings with a Dutch professor on a recent Mon- 
day. He telephoned me the next day and said that there was an- 
other voice on the tape we used. It was a brand-new tape, and 
right in the middle of it there is a stream of evidence coming 
through and another voice saying, “That’s right, Hans, isn’t itP” 

We are only functioning at about 5 percent of our true poten- 
tial. There are realms and realms to be discovered. For years I 
have been asking very learned people if there is any instrument 
whatsoever that could measure the kind of discharge there is in 
the room when there is a valid and accurate and good commu- 
nication taking place. Something happens. The sitter can feel it; 
the sensitive can feel it. It should be identified. Are we losing 
electricity? It is energy of some kind—but what kind? Whatever 
it is that is discharged in that room should be measurable par- 
ticularly if we invite the Other Side to participate in some way. 

For a number of years I did research sittings at the College 
of Psychic Science with a very fine pathologist from one of Lon- 
don’s leading hospitals. He trusted me implicitly, and we started 
off with a valid approach. First we would establish the identity 
of the people coming through: their mannerisms, traits, names, 
and situations. Then we would start to build up a case of evidence 
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and move on to the next stage of communication to see what we 
could learn from the communicators. 

We used to have discussions with the spirit people about vari- 
ous subjects: what was going on and being done in their world 
relative to the problems of this world and so on. Then the doctor 
would take the tapes away to be graded according to the percent- 
age of accuracy. 

It was an exploratory field for him, and he was like many medi- 
cal men whom I see unofficially: They are generally incognito 
to begin with, and later they tell you who they are. They say, 
“T will utilize this knowledge, but I cannot identify myself to the 
people around me.” I understand and respect this. 

Well, one Saturday morning I'd been out shopping for food and 
had just gotten into my kitchen to set down my bundles when 
I saw the spirit form of the doctor. I couldn’t very well ring up 
his wife and ask her if her husband had died. I didn’t know what 
to do. On Sunday I rang up Ruby Yeatman, also from the Col- 
lege of Psychic Science. She knew him, and I told her that he 
had appeared to me and that I believed him to be dead. I asked 
her if she had heard anything. She hadn’t. On Monday someone 
telephoned me and told me the doctor had indeed passed on 
Saturday. 

Apparently he had come straight back to me. Now, this is the 
value of knowing about survival ahead of time: There is no in- 
terim period of not knowing, being lost, and asking, “Where am 
I?” The doctor had been working in this area of survival—his in- 
terest was not religious, but intellectual—and he believed that our 
research had been valid and true; therefore he knew that he could 
get back to me and that I would see him. And I did. 

I would like nothing better than to be able to devote the rest 
of my life to exploring the Unknown with one or two good minds. 
The rest of that “iceberg” is still submerged, waiting to be discov- 
ered and brought to the surface. I am convinced that we are on 
the edge of a breakthrough that will mean a giant step in man’s 
evolution and will yield untold benefits to mankind. 
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A reporter researching a series on Spiritualism which he was writ- 
ing for a large provincial newspaper came to interview me. He 
looked at me and then looked around the room. Except for the 
mementos of Harry’s world travels, it is typical of English homes— 
not fancy, but comfortable and cheerful. 

Then he sort of stammered, “But you are one of the best-known 
mediums in the country, and I have been told that your sitters 
include bishops and royals and members of Parliament. . . and 
you look so normal!” I told him that I was most flattered by his 
reaction. 

In his article he described me as “small, perky, dark, and un- 
eerie.” Very soon after this interview another visitor was to have 
the same reaction. 

Canon Pearce-Higgins called me and said he had someone in 
trouble he wanted to bring over. I gave him an appointment two 
days hence, March 4, 1966, at 3 P.M. and gave no more thought 
to it. 

While preparing dinner, I was thinking about a television pro- 
gram I had just done for Canada. Pier Berton was the interviewer. 
It was a part of a series on Britain’s “most interesting people,” 
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and I was quite flattered to be included in such a category. I 
was intrigued by a new method used in making the broadcast: 
Instead of filming, they used a process called videotaping, and 
the broadcast looked just like a live program. After the perform- 
ance I thought about what I might have said to be more convinc- 
ing instead of what I did say. 

On Wednesday afternoon the canon arrived with Bishop James 
A. Pike and Mrs. Maren Bergrud, a research and writing assistant. 
I have always liked what the bishop wrote about his first impres- 
sions of that meeting. In his book The Other Side he said: 


The home we approached in East Acton looked like a hun- 
dred others in the same vicinity; modest, with small, pleasant 
rooms and a distinct air of homeliness, Mrs. Ena Twigg met us 
at the door. She was dressed in a becoming dress and looked 
very much like my image of a proper middle-class English 
housewife. . . . 

She invited us into her living room and as we sat down, I 
couldn’t help thinking how ironical it was that we should have 
come into such a common scene for what was for me a com- 
pletely uncommon experience. Though as yet I had seen but lit- 
tle of the house, already I was sure that therein there was no 
dark rooms, red lights, incense pots or heavy curtains. This was 
obviously her home—in the most usual sense of the word.[*] 


I believe he thought I might know who he was; I couldn’t have 
cared less about who he was. I know lots of bishops. A bishop 
is only a man, but if he is a person in trouble, I will do anything 
for him. I knew from the canon that Bishop Pike was in trouble, 
but I knew nothing else. 

We talked in a desultory fashion about the declining state of 
the Anglican Church, and we agreed on almost everything. As 
I have previously explained, this conversational period helps to 
work up the cycle of power and energy for communication. We 
went upstairs to the séance room. The canon had coached the 
bishop not to give me any information so that whatever came 
through would be more evidential. I asked the bishop for some- 


* James A. Pike with Diane Kennedy, The Other Side (Garden City, N. Y.: 
Doubleday & Company, Inc., 1968 )P pr zx. 
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thing that belonged to the person on the Other Side he was try- 
ing to contact, and he handed me a passport. It had been his 
son’s. The canon took notes of the sitting: 


The medium began to show great distress. Ena said it had been 
a very sudden passing. She appeared to be contacting someone. 
“He’s here,” she said. “He’s working hard to get through... . 
He was a normally boisterous and happy boy.” Then she seemed 
to speak for another. “I failed the test; I can’t face you, can't 
face life. ’m confused. Very sudden passing—have had to do this 
—couldn’t find anyone. God, I didn’t know what I was doing. But 
when I got here, I found I wasn’t such a failure as I thought. 
My nervous system failed.” 

The bishop indicated that he sensed young Jim’s presence, 
and Ena, speaking for young Jim, went on, “I am not in purga- 
tory—but something like hell here. Yet nobody blames me here. 
. . . | hope nobody blames me there.” 

Ena positively did not know that the bishop’s son had com- 
mitted suicide just ten days before. I didn’t know it myself. When 
Bishop Pike rang up one morning, he said he had the most 
frightful things going on in his house—books moving about, the 
secretary's bangs burned off, closets tumbled about, safety pins 
scattered about open to the hour of 8:15 (which tumed out to 
be the hour of his son’s death), milk turning sour, and so on. 
I just thought about it as one of my interesting poltergeist 
cases. 

I had met the bishop some nine months earlier at a clergy con- 
ference of our diocese of Southwark. It was held at Clacton-on- 
Sea, and Bishop Stockwood had invited Bishop Pike to speak. 
Well, Bishop Stockwood had me to dinner one evening so that 
I could talk to Bishop Pike a bit about psychic research—a sub- 
ject in which he showed little interest and no knowledge. We 
talked for about three hours that night. 

I had not heard from him after that until he rang me about 
all this poltergeist disturbance going on in his flat and he said he 
wanted to see a medium. Later I learned that he had every rea- 
son to believe that it was his son who was responsible. It was 
then only a little over a week since the boy had committed sui- 
cide in New York while under the influence of LSD, but I didn’t 
know this at the time. 

“You were under pressure at the same time. I was worried 
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about you, Dad, because they were kicking you around,” Jim, 
Jr., was saying through Ena. 

“I came to your room, I moved books, I knocked on the door 
—came to your bedside—you dreamt about me and spoke to me,” 
Jim, Jr., went on. All this was true and described the experi- 
ence of the past two weeks in the bishop’s flat. 

“I love you very much,” Jim went on. “So much love and no 
means of giving it.” 

In his book The Other Side the bishop commented extensively 
on the foregoing remark: “Jim was a loving person, yet he 
seemed incapable of breaking free to express his love. He had 
come to be able to express his love for me in words now and 
again during the last three or four months. But still I had the 
feeling he was blocked—generally not able to tell anyone freely 
what he really felt.” [*] 

Jim, Jr., went on: “I’m tied to my regrets. Yet they are show- 
ing me the way out, and we must make progress together. I have 
to live my way and you yours... .” 

Mrs. Twigg then said, “Sends his love to the family—two girls, 
one boy. He is saying something about a gate—golden gate, He 
says he’s glad about that. Does that mean anything to you?” 

Later, the bishop told us that on a beautiful day they had 
scattered Jim’s ashes on the water just beyond the Golden Gate. 

“This is the way to freedom; to come back and try to explain 
it wasn’t intentional,” Jim, Jr., continued. “Everything snapped— 
too many pills.” 

The bishop remembered Jim’s desire to buy Romilar pills be- 
fore leaving New York for his stay in Cambridge with his father. 
It would seem he had acquired them or some LSD when he re- 
turned to New York. 


Jm, Jr.: I am breaking down the last enemy—death—so I sup- 
pose I have overcome. ... I’m not being blamed. ... I've 
been met with compassion and understanding—wanted to 
write—can help you with your writing. ... So sorry it hap- 
pened.... 

Twice: He says to send love to Hillsborough—would they for- 
give him? He says he didn’t mean to hurt... . 

Jim, Jr.: I’ve been so unhappy because I didn’t have a voice 
and had to find a way to tell you. I can’t believe in God as a 


* Tbid., p. 115. 
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person, but I do believe now in eternity... . I thought there 
was a way out; I wanted out; I've found there is no way out. I 
wish I’d stayed to work out my problems in more familiar sur- 
roundings, 

Bishop Pixs: [to medium] Tell Jim I am flying to Chicago in 
a few days for a meeting and— 

Ju, Jr.: And go on with the battle. Don’t pull your punches. 


Bishop Pike was involved in a long battle with certain bishops 
of his Church who were accusing him of having expressed hereti- 
cal beliefs in his articles and book What Is This Treasure? [*] 


Bisnor Pree: Thanks, Jim, but what I was starting to say is 
that while there, I'll be calling your mother to tell her about 
what’s going on here now. 

Jm™, Jr.: Good. I want her to know—to know I really love her 
—that I’m alive. 

Bisnop Pixe: She believes that, Jim. She did all along. By 
the way, about things in your new situation: Are you. . . alone, 
or—— 

Jum, Jn.: I have masses of people around me, and hands lift- 


ing me up, as it were. . . . I was so unhappy until I could make 
you know. 


I was extremely interested when halfway through the sitting 
the medium began to describe a man of powerful intellect, 
someone with a foreign accent—German, I think she said. “Paul. 
There is a Paul here,” Ena said. “He says not to worry about the 
boy. He is in safekeeping. He is surrounded by our love, and he 
says thank you for dedicating your new book to me.” 

I could see that the bishop was really taken aback. He did 
indeed have a deceased friend with a German accent to whom 
he had dedicated his new book, What Is This Treasure? He was 
Paul Tillich, a famous American theologian who also happened 
to be young Jim’s godfather. That was very evidential indeed, 
because since the book was not yet off the presses, the medium 
could have had no knowledge of it. 

At the conclusion of the sitting, Jim, Jr., said, “Give my love 
to Mom. . . . We've all got to grow. Be kind, gentle. Tell her 
I’ve been back. Give her a kiss from me. I'll be with you in June. 


* James A, Pike (New York: Harper & Row, Publishers, 1966). 
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We are beyond grief—we've defeated the last enemy. And by 
the way, Dad, there'll be no more disturbances now, no more 
movements.” And there were no more disturbances in England. 

I am sure that much that came through in that sitting from 
the son, Jim, Jr., and Paul Tillich could only have come through 
paranormal sources. 


There is a great deal more to this tragic story, but it has al- 
ready been told so movingly and tenderly by the bishop himself 
in The Other Side that I do not think it necessary to repeat all 
the details here. I would like to point out that one statement in the 
communication which was completely incomprehensible to the 
bishop turned out to be correct when it was checked after his 
return to America. 

At one point Jim, Jr., said (or I said for him), “He says to send 
love to Hillsborough—would they forgive him? He says he didn’t 
mean to hurt.” This reference meant nothing to Bishop Pike at 
the time. Later he told me that after checking with Jim’s mother, 
he found out that there had been an unfortunate incident about 
getting a girl home who lived in Hillsborough, a suburb of San 
Francisco. She did not get home that night, and her parents had 
been very upset. It had been embarrassing to everybody con- 
cerned. I think the circumstances of this incident rule out any 
possibility of mind reading, telepathy, or clairvoyance. 

The next day the bishop himself called me. He had been re- 
called to America for a bishops’ meeting in Chicago on Friday, 
March 4 (1966), and he stopped by for a cup of tea and a visit 
on the way to the airport. He returned to London on Saturday 
morning and phoned from the airport, stopping by to see us on 
his way home to Cambridge. Some days later he phoned for a 
sitting appointment. He was returning to America, and he wanted 
to make contact with Jim, Jr., before he left. He arrived at the 
house at 10 A.M. on March 14, just four hours before his departure 
for the United States. In all our previous sittings I had been clair- 
audient and clairvoyant. This time, however, I went into a trance, 
and the bishop who never before had witnessed such a séance 
was quite unnerved when his son started communicating directly 
to him through my body and voice. 
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Since the bishop did not have a tape recorder or a note taker 
with him, we were dependent on his memory, as I was in a trance. 
There are a few highlights worth repeating: Jim, Jr., told the 
bishop, “You will soon be leaving your post in order to continue 
your studies. I will be with you come August.” At the time, the 
bishop had no plans to resign his diocesan post, but some months 
later he did and joined the Center for Democratic Studies to pur- 
sue a life of scholarship. 


Bissor Pixs: Should I want to be in touch, how would I go 
about it? I don’t know anyone in the States who is a medium. 
Jum, Jr.: Spiritual Frontiers—a Father Rauscher—priest of the 
church in New Jersey. [Later] In fact, you are going to Virginia. 
Bisuop Pixs: No, this time, Jim, in addition to the noonday 
sermons at the Church of the Epiphany downtown, I am doing 
an evening series at a Presbyterian church in a Maryland 
suburb, With all this, plus late-afternoon engagements, I won't 
be able to get out to see [Aunt R., Uncle S.] and the children 
across the river [referring to relatives who lived in Virginia]. 
Jim, Jr.: But you are going to Virginia. 


Jim, Jr., of course, was right because the bishop landed at Dul- 
les Airport in Virginia. 

In the trance sitting Jim, Jr., and Paul Tillich expressed their 
approval of the way the bishop was handling his difficulties with 
the bishops in his Church. He was advised to keep on preaching, 
speaking, and lecturing along the lines of theological reconstruc- 
tion. However, Jim, Jr., warned that “the time of troubles with 
the bishops would not come to an end for some time.” Future 
events confirmed the accuracy of this warning. 

When the power ran down and Jim faded, I remained in trance, 
breathing heavily. The bishop, somewhat alarmed, administered 
Holy Unction, anointing my forehead with the oil and making 
the sign of the cross. He told me I revived immediately. He con- 
fessed that he had been a bit worried when I did not return to 
consciousness. 

A great deal of what was said at the sitting is too personal to 
repeat here, and many of the passages Bishop Pike remembered 
are in The Other Side, but there is one part of the communica- 
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tion that had a most interesting epilogue. The bishop, concerned 
about finding a way of communicating with his son in America, 
had asked Jim, Jr., how to go about locating a channel in the 
United States. Jim, Jr., had answered by giving him the following 
words: “Spiritual Frontiers—a Father Rauscher—priest of the 
church in New Jersey.” 

When I came out of the trance to consciousness, the bishop 
asked me if I could tell him a little more about the Spiritual Fron- 
tiers and Father Rauscher. I just looked at him blankly. I ex- 
plained that I have absolutely no knowledge or memory of what 
comes through me when I am in trance. I am frequently off some- 
where else while the communicator is using my body and voice. 

The strange thing, though, is that in July of the following 
summer Father William V. Rauscher, an Episcopal priest from 
Woodbury, New Jersey, and president of the Spiritual Frontiers 
Fellowship, and his friend Rev. Robert Lewis came to see me. 
Shortly after he returned from England, Bishop Pike was preach- 
ing in New York, when he was approached by a stranger who 
had been listening to him. That stranger turned out to be the 
American medium Rey. Arthur Ford, one of the founders of the 
Spiritual Frontiers Fellowship. And when Bishop Pike asked Ford 
about Father Rauscher in New Jersey, he was told that the priest 
was president of the SFF. Later when Bishop Pike was directed 
to a medium in California, the Reverend Mr. Daisley turned out 
to be a member of the SFF also—so the meaningless words in 
that second communication from Jim, Jr., were prophetically cor- 
rect and guided his father to another channel by which to keep 
the door open. 

I was in contact with the bishop by phone and letter through- 
out the ensuing year. He sent me a warmly inscribed copy of his 
book If This Be Heresy* and page proofs of The Other Side for 
my opinion and comments. 

I believe it was a trying time for Jim Pike. He resigned his 
post as bishop and moved to Santa Barbara to follow a life of 
scholarship and writing with the Center for Democratic Studies. 
He shared an apartment with his mother. It seemed that the 


* James A. Pike (New York: Harper & Row, Publishers, 1967). 
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bishop was having difficulties not only with his Church but also 
with his personal life as well. Young Jim began to slip in quite 
easily, appearing on a number of occasions to me with messages 
of encouragement or caution for his father, and these, of course, 
I relayed to Jim Pike in America. 

I saw him again on May 26, 1967. This time he brought a tape 
recorder. He was accompanied by his daughter Connie, Diane 
Kennedy (soon to become Mrs. Pike), and her brother Scott Ken- 
nedy. The bishop decided to use the last communication from 
Jim, Jr., to close the book The Other Side: 


It was a most rewarding communication because Jim, Jr., 
showed how much progress he was making and how far he had 
evolved since his death. Jim, Jr., said: “You know I came over 
here in a state of mental confusion and great—not antagonism to- 
ward the world, but in a state of not understanding and being 
almost afraid to trust many people. And when I came over here 
they said, ‘Now, come along. Let’s get down to the basics,’ and 
you see we tried to find out what are the things that really mat- 
ter—to have compassion and understanding and to be kind—yes, 
you have to put them into operation. And gradually I began to 
get a sense of pattern. I began to feel that this was one way of 
release. This was religion, without somebody forcing God and 
Jesus down my throat, and working this way I could find a 
philosophy.” [*] 


We had to put the bishop’s problems aside for a time, for Harry 
had to have an emergency operation. I came home exhausted 
from the hospital, having stayed as late as possible the night be- 
fore the operation. There was nothing more I could do but pray. 

I went upstairs to the séance room. We had already received 
evidence of so many miracles; could we hope for another? Who 
has not turned to God and asked Him to spare a loved one? How 
often have we tried to bargain with Him? But that is not the way 
to pray. 

What is prayer but thought rightly directed? You don’t ask God 
to do something; you make it possible for it to happen. Ask for 


* Pike, The Other Side, “Afterword.” 
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his help, but you must consciously condition your surroundings, 
the whole of your thinking, and your motivation. Then how do 
we pray for one we love who is coming face to face with death? 

One of the most beautiful lessons on prayer has come to us 
from the Other Side through the beloved wife of Hilary Bray, 
of Eyethorne, a loved friend and sitter. Hilary and his wife have 
continued their thirty-five years of idyllic marriage, using their 
love to build a bridge between their two worlds. Mrs. Bray, in 
one of our trance séances, gave us this parable she called an 
“Apercu of Prayer”: 


And I said, “Show me what I have to learn.” 

And my teacher said, “Let me show you people praying.” 

And it was as though I was looking down on many, many peo- 
ple who were praying. And he said, “That one is a mother pray- 
ing for her child. But she is not praying that God will restore 
him to health if it is God’s will. She is telling God to make him 
well. And God is perfect law, so if it is not in the scheme, the 
child cannot recover. That prayer does not reach very far. Al- 
though it is intense, and it is pure, it is conditional.” 

Then I saw a man dressed in a sack, and he was praying, and 
he said, “God, I am an unworthy part of you. But if I can be 
used, use me.” 

And the man in the sack had a great light come down, and it 
caught his prayer—and my teacher said, “That prayer has been 
accepted.” 

And then we saw a mass of people in uniform, and they were 
devising weapons of destruction; and they were praying that their 
weapons would be used successfully—and darkness came over. 
And my teacher said, “Those prayers are not accepted, only by 
the dark forces. They have no validity and don’t reach out.” 

And we went round and round, and we were looking at an old 
lady praying for her husband who was dying, and she was say- 
ing, “He belongs to You, God, and although I love him dearly, I 
give him to You.” 

That prayer reached out. And again a great blaze of light came 
down. And my teacher said to me—I was weeping—and he said, 
“Have you learned anything?” 

And I said, “Oh, how much I have learned by looking at this 
thing, much more than I ever learned from my own prayers.” 
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Harry was still convalescent in July, when the two young 
clergymen from America arrived. One was the president of the 
Spiritual Frontiers Fellowship, the Reverend Canon William V. 
Rauscher, of Christ Episcopal Church in Woodbury, New Jersey 
—the Father Rauscher mentioned by young Jim Pike to his father 
in our second sitting. The other was Father Rauscher’s classmate 
and friend, the Reverend Robert Lewis, of St. Mary’s Episcopal 
Church in Haddon Heights, New Jersey, an active member of the 
SFF and a priest deeply interested in the mystical aspects of reli- 
gion. They had visited with Canon Pearce-Higgins and other 
leaders of the Churches’ Fellowship to cement the ties between 
the British and American organizations devoted to the same ends. 
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Sunday, March 12, 1967, is a date that has been circled in red 
in the annals of Spiritualism. The date marks the first time in the 
history of broadcasting in Great Britain that Spiritualism was 
permitted on a regularly scheduled religious program. The big 
breakthrough was on Meeting Point, televised on the BBC, and 
the subject to be discussed in two parts on succeeding Sundays 
was “Is Death the End?” The participants were Canon Pearce- 
Higgins and I, facing up to Jonathan Miller, a satirist and TV 
producer who had been trained as a medical doctor, and the Rev- 
erend David Edwards, dean of Kings College, Cambridge. Jour- 
nalist Kenneth Harris was chairman. 

There was considerable excitement in advance of the actual 
broadcast because we were breaking the thirty-year ban imposed 
by the BBC against our participation in any religious broadcast. 
The ban was placed not only on Spiritualism but also on other 
denominations such as Christian Science. We had a good deal 
of company in our rejoicing, and our telephones rang day and 
night with callers full of advice and good wishes. 

By this time I was becoming a veteran of the television studios, 
and the camera’s red eye no longer seemed so menacing to me. 
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There is no doubt that we are living in a television age; it is the 
most powerful means of communication. I feel that the Other Side 
has made it possible for us to use this medium to reach more 
people. 

In February, the previous month, I had appeared on BBC 2's 
Late Night Line-Up. I had been given the entire twenty-five min- 
utes to explain Spiritualism, how I became a medium, and what 
mediumship is, as well as to handle the usual questions. Joan 
Bakewell, the interviewer, was quite fair and open. Then after 
the questions, she handed me a ring to be psychometrized. 
Two communicators came through—Miss Bakewell’s mother-in- 
law and a tall, elegant woman whom Miss Bakewell could not 
identify at the time. The mother-in-law expressed great interest 
in a little girl, who turned out to be Joan’s daughter, and in her 
son, Joan’s husband. 

Miss Bakewell had to do a good deal of checking after the 
broadcast, since some of the material was unknown to her at the 
time. I was pleased that the interviewer, the crew, and the audi- 
ence were most impressed with the ease and naturalness of com- 
munication between the Unseen visitors and myself. There is 
nothing eerie or bizarre about such communication, and the so- 
called dead are more alive than we are. The program produced 
an enormous quantity of mail that cluttered my sideboard, as well 
as the BBC mail room. The telephone, of course, never stopped 
ringing. 

The great majority of inquiries were from people who wanted 
to know more about Spiritualism—where to find churches or me- 
diums. Another great batch were from mourners urgently requir- 
ing immediate proof of survival, and they wanted private sittings 
—no referrals, Still another lot of people wanted to book me for 
personal appearances in churches and with other organizations. 
I had to tell the latter that I could not accept such invitations. 

The Meeting Point program was quite another cup of tea. 
There would be no easy conversation or demonstration. It was 
in the nature of a debate, and the canon and I would have to 
hold our own on an intellectual level. The Daily Telegraph critic 
said, “Jonathan Miller, representing the doubters, had some very 
pertinent questions and Ena Twigg was ready with her answers. 
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The two Anglican clergymen were irrelevant and used up valu- 
able time.” He concluded his article by saying, “Two things 
emerged: Miller's inability to accept that mediumship provides 
proof of survival or deduces the nature of a next life, and that 
Ena is genuinely and honestly convinced that she does communi- 
cate with the dead.” 

The Daily Sketch critic said that I looked like “just an ordinary 
housewife, the kind that lives next door, until she got going on 
Spiritualism and the role of the medium.” The Sun critic said, 
“Not even Kenneth Harris could control this lively subject.” 

I do get excited when challenged, and I made my share of 
points. All of us found it hard to follow Miller’s arguments, which 
were often technical and confused psychologically. The canon 
and I found it easy to handle the dean’s familiar theological ob- 
jections. “I think the Old Testament was perfectly right when it 
forbade people to go to mediums,” Dean Edwards said. “I think 
this is a highly dangerous prying into something that God has 
simply closed to us.” 

I looked him straight in the eye and answered, “You are closing 
your mind to the teaching of Jesus and to the disciples. He chose 
those disciples for their innate psychic gifts, for their healing pow- 
ers, for the works they were yet to do. . . . The New Testament 
is absolutely crammed full of psychic phenomena.” 

As usual, Canon Pearce-Higgins set everyone laughing with his 
pointed humor. When Jonathan Miller complained about the pre- 
ponderance of “guides drawn from exotic, Oriental, or primitive 
ethnic groups,” the canon retorted: “This is a color bar!” 

Meeting Point was hailed as a great turning point for Spiritual- 
ism. Over two thousand letters poured into the BBC, and another 
avalanche—calls, telegrams, flowers, letters—descended on our 
home. It was impossible to cope. I was particularly pleased by 
the heartwarming messages of appreciation which I received from 
fellow mediums who felt that I had put our case well. Among 
them were dear friends like Helen Hughes and her daughter 
Mary, Nora Blackwood, Sylvia and Maurice Barbanell, Douglas 
Johnson, Stewart Lawson, Harry Edwards, Olive and George Bur- 
ton, the College of Psychic Science, and the Greater World Chris- 
tian Spiritualist League. 
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Along with the expressions of goodwill and praise were desper- 
ate appeals for help. Within forty-eight hours I gave six clairvoy- 
ant communications over the phone to people in dire need—one 
was a near suicide. I did not then, nor do I now, know how to 
cope with the terrible outpouring of love and tragedy which 
a television appearance produces. The aftermath lingers for 
months, and I am still recovering as I write this book from my 
most recent adventure on London Weekend Television, the week- 
end programming distinct from the BBC. 

Letters poured in after Meeting Point from doctors, priests, ti- 
tled people, and retired people, thanking me for what I had done 
for Spiritualism. More than half the letters came from people out- 
side the Spiritualist movement, and that helped to make the strain 
and ordeal bearable. One woman who had seen a Granada TV 
feature in Canada came all the way to England from her home; 
another came from Australia. Neither had written ahead for an 
appointment, Others were popping in from all over the world. 
It was really frightening. 

It took the entire summer for things to quiet down and to catch 
up with the correspondence. Harry had just retired, and he 
helped as much as he could. I cut down on appointments, and 
we took a short vacation. I was quite run-down from exhaustion, 
but there wasn't much rest or relief for us that year. 

Then on September 17 another TV bombshell burst. In far-off 
Canada Bishop Pike, in connection with the promotion of his book 
If This Be Heresy, agreed to appear on the popular religious pro- 
gram run by Allen Spraggett, who at the time was still religious 
editor of the Toronto Star. Allen filmed an actual séance with the 
famous American medium Rev. Arthur Ford and the bishop. 
Ford, I understand, was in a trance, and the bishop’s son Jim com- 
municated many evidential facts. Since I never saw the interview, 
I am not sure who or how it was brought out that the bishop’s 
first communication with his son in spirit was through me, but 
I felt the repercussions in England. The filmed séance put the 
poor bishop right back into the eye of a hurricane of criticism, 
and I got the tail end. 

The reporters deluged me with requests for interviews. I finally 
gave one to The New York Times. And criticism, no matter how 
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severe, never seems to dissuade or discourage those seeking help, 
clinging to a straw of hope. This started it up all over again— 
mail, calls, people coming to the house, all begging for comfort 
and help. 

It was quite a coincidence that the bishop and Allen Spraggett 
had joined together to produce a broadcast that was such a pow- 
erful testimony to the truth of survival. Allen had come to see 
me in October of 1965. I remembered him vividly because an ex- 
traordinary thing happened during his sitting. 

I believe that Allen was then and still is Canada’s outstanding 
writer and broadcaster in the religious field. He also has a strong 
interest in psychical research and in recent years has written sev- 
eral books, including The Unexplained* and Kathryn Kuhlman: 
The Woman Who Believes in Miracles,t and at this writing is 
working on a biography of Rev. Arthur Ford, who passed last 
year. Allen, an ordained minister, worked as a pastor for a num- 
ber of years before leaving the pulpit for the press room and 
broadcasting studio. He knows his theology and his Bible and has 
all the charm of the natural, talented performer. 

Allen recalls: 


When I visited Ena Twigg, I was investigating mediumship 
rather extensively, and of course, I had heard all about her. She 
was the top-drawer clairvoyant of London, I had it on pretty good 
authority that members of the royal family were among her 
clients but of course could not use the story since Canada is still 
part of the Commonwealth. 

My impression was and is that mediumship is both better and 
worse than most people think it is. It is paradoxical. 

I have had sittings at which the most extraordinary, specific, 
detailed, and shattering evidence has come to light. I’ve had un- 
mistakable evidence (to me personally, and that is all I can speak 
of) of supernormal phenomena. Whether in these instances the 
communications did indeed come from out-of-the-body human 
beings or whether they came rather from the unconscious mind 
of the medium is a very complex issue. But the point is some 
supernormal faculty was at work. I have no doubt about it at all. 


* Allen Spraggett (New York: New American Library, 1967). 
} Allen Spraggett (New York: World Publishing Co., 1970). 
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Now in the sitting with Ena Twigg, when she started, there 
was nothing strikingly evidential. She didn’t say anything that 
was wrong—but the statements were of a general nature. How- 
ever, there was one striking detail which is still fresh and vivid 
in my mind and one which I will never forget. During the sitting 
there was a pause—and it was at a point where my mother, 
who had died in 1962, purportedly was communicating. 

Suddenly I heard from a far corner of the room what seemed 
to me to be a small human voice. It seemed to me as I strained 
to hear it that it repeated my name twice. It sounded like some- 
one a long distance away speaking over a very poor telephone 
connection, struggling to be heard. 

I was suddenly aware that Ena Twigg was completely silent 
and was staring at me intently. I looked back at her. I said noth- 
ing about the voice. 

She said, “Did you hear it too?” rather tentatively and with a 
quizzical smile. 

And I said, “Yes, indeed. Does that happen often?” 

And she replied, “Sometimes it happens.” She made no great 
thing out of it. She did not try to elaborate. She then proceeded 
with the sitting. It has never happened to me before or since— 
not spontaneously, Oh, yes, I have sat with a number of 
fraudulent direct-voice mediums, but these were palpable 
frauds—obviously acting out the role of spirits. But in this in- 
stance it seemed to me unmistakably to be the sound of a voice 
—a small, tiny voice, repeating my name. 


Since that time, Allen Spraggett and I have become good friends. 

An interesting thing about journalists is that they usually make 
the worst sitters. I have in mind a young man whom I like and 
admire very much. He is an important TV personality. He is a 
world traveler and an absolutely brilliant interviewer. He is able 
to get information, to get people to talk and say things that no 
one else can get out of them. He is the worst possible sitter, 
though. He is always trying to draw information from the medium 
instead of leaving it to the Other Side, and of course, that is 
not the way mediumship functions. We need serenity in order 
to surrender to a larger will than our own. 

When things happen spontaneously, however, there have been 
some remarkable results with journalists, Canon Pearce-Higgins 
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reminded me of such an incident, one I had quite forgotten about, 
the other day: 


Bryan Ingles, a BBC broadcaster, was doing a series on ESP 
and he wanted to do a program on telepathy, He rang me for 
advice, and I suggested that he do a program with a good me- 
dium, feeding her a number of guinea pigs and seeing what re- 
sults came through. It so happened that the BBC did not have a 
studio available at the time when Mr. Ingles had everything else 
in order to do a taping, so I offered him the use of my living room. 

Now, when the young secretary rang Ena up to make the ap- 
pointment, Ena had one of those flashes she sometimes gets 
over the telephone and proceeded to give this girl a whole lot 
of information about her dead father. It absolutely shattered her 
because it was absolutely correct. 

Well, they came along with their cameras and set up in my 
living room, and I watched from the sidelines, They had three 
people for Ena to do—two women and a man. Ena was inter- 
viewing one of the women when one of the cameramen suddenly 
stopped grinding his camera. He turned quite red. Ena was giv- 
ing the woman the same information that she had relayed to the 
secretary on the phone. And the sitter was the secretary’s mother. 
The cameraman was so shaken that he lost his professional cool 
for a moment. 


Some time later—I believe it was in 1968—a similar incident 
happened with Robert Finnegan, who was organizing a half-hour 
documentary for BBC Radio which I believe he called “The Crys- 
tal Gazers.” Finnegan told the Psychic News that while he was 
working on arrangements with me, his mother began to communi- 
cate spontaneously, and I told him things that he said were known 
only to “my wife, father, and myself.” 

Shortly after I appeared on Alan Whicker’s television program 
about Spiritualism, “Is There Anybody There?” I received a call 
from Paul Ferris, who was writing a series of articles for The Ob- 
server. At first he tried to make an anonymous appointment with 
me; when I told him I was too busy to see him, he told me that 
he wanted to interview me for the articles he was doing. 

Suddenly there was a rush of communication pouring spontane- 
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ously through me from his father in the spirit world. His father 
was standing right beside me. Mr. Ferris, who was quite skeptical 
and cynical at first, wrote in his article: “She then gave me 10 
minutes of clairvoyance, in which perhaps 10 percent of what she 
(or my father’s spirit) said was wrong, 70 percent was true 
enough but unexceptional, and the remainder was interestingly 
true.” 

Neville Randall is a writer and cartoonist whose “Focus on 
Fact” feature appears in the Daily Sketch. Randall's mother and 
his wife’s father died of cancer within weeks of each other. His 
wife came to see me. She was extremely nervous and skeptical. 

Mr. Randall later reported in the press that 


the medium gave accurate details of my father’s passing, correctly 
named the entire family—my wife’s sisters, their husbands, their 
seven children, and other distant relatives. She then went on to 
give my wife facts about my mother’s death, the names in our 
family, and many other details known only to us. But even more 
remarkable, when my wife’s father (through Ena) said good-bye, 
he spoke in Dutch (my wife’s native language), a language that 
Ena doesn’t speak, and he called my wife by his favorite nick- 
name for her since she was a little girl—Bollie. 


In October, 1967, my dear friend Helen Hughes died. The fu- 
neral service at Seaham Harbour National Spiritualist Church in 
Durham was attended by throngs who had known and loved this 
wonderful medium. More than four hundred people overflowed 
the church out into the courtyard. Maurice Barbanell took the 
service and spoke, saying, “Helen, we pray that you will show 
us time and again that you are close to us.” 

So it was not surprising that the following Christmas, while 
Harry and I were visiting the Barbanells, Helen joined us. There 
had always been a close rapport between us, an affection and 
closeness that is not usual between mediums. One of the frequent 
criticisms of mediumship is that mediums never seem to see and 
hear the same thing, but Helen and I did. 

Once when we were on a vacation in Austria, staying near a 
little village outside of Salzburg, Helen, Harry, I, and Di Hill, 
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a dear friend, all decided to walk down to get some milk for our 
morning tea. On the way Harry and Di were walking in front, 
and Helen and I brought up the rear. We passed a cemetery. 
Neither Helen nor I knew what possessed us to enter that ceme- 
tery, but we did, wandering about until we came to a colonnade. 
Both of us turned a sickly green color at the same moment. “I 
feel awful,” I said to her. 

Helen said, “I feel dreadful too. I don’t know what it is, but 
I don’t like it. Let’s get out of here.” And we both fled. 

We caught up with Harry and Di, who were very cross, for 
they had been looking everywhere for us and had no notion where 
we had disappeared to, Harry said, “What’s the matter with both 
of you? You look sick.” We explained what had happened in the 
cemetery, although neither of us could account for it. We went 
back to the hotel, had our meal, and talked about the puzzling 
incident. Neither Helen nor I could pick up anything definite, but 
we knew something was there. The next day we walked back 
to the cemetery, and this time Harry and Di came with us. There 
we saw the gravediggers opening the pavement for a vault inter- 
ment at the precise spot where Helen and I had begun to feel 
so ill. 

Helen came back to me in spirit again five days after she ap- 
peared at the Barbanells’ at Christmas. She wanted me to tell Syl- 
via and Maurice Barbanell that she had their pet cat, Poppet, with 
her. It was the ninth anniversary of the passing of their beloved 
pet. 

By far the most important event of that entire eventful year 
of 1967 was the extraordinary prophecy given to us by my great 
spirit teacher, Philip. I must explain that Philip is not a guide. 
On the Other Side there are highly evolved entities who come 
to us to teach, to help us evolve spiritually, and sometimes to 
impart to us the plans that are in preparation in their world for 
our world. Teachers like Philip are never involved in bringing 
evidence of survival or of the departed loved ones of sitters. We 
love our teacher dearly, and many learned and advanced people— 
scholars, clergy, government leaders—have come to our home to 
listen to Philip. Of course, I am always in a trance, but we have 
many recordings and transcriptions of his lectures. 
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What I am about to relate took place in October. I was in a 
trance, and a small group of people was gathered in our home. 
Philip told us that the Other Side had perfected their plan and 
was ready to bring it into operation. 

“We are going to make an all-out effort to reach the orthodox 
churches,” Philip told us. “We are starting on the Church of 
Rome, and within the space of a year you will see the Church 
of Rome split in twain with many conflicts. 

“Then we are going to start on all the other organized religions, 
and we are prepared to shake the very mortar between the stones 
of the buildings to let out the dogma and the ritual and to let 
in a new light that we have lost of love, truth, humanity, and 
compassion.” 

Well, the people in our group thought this prophecy was utterly 
too far out—they couldn’t believe it, particularly about the plan 
starting with the Church of Rome. At the end of his revelation 
about the future of the Church, Philip concluded with a statement 
that “Ena is going to speak in Southwark Cathedral.” 

When they played the tape back to me, I said, “Well, this really 
is something. No woman has ever spoken in a cathedral before.” 
We did not have to wait very long to see Philip’s prophecy about 
the Church come to pass—the conflict did indeed seem to start 
in the Church of Rome and spread to other denominations. And 
it would seem that the plan is still operating. 

The other part of the prophecy—that I would “speak in South- 
wark Cathedral’—also came to pass, but not for three years. 


hs 


THE “SPIRITUALIST OF THE YEAR” 
AWARD 


There are certain periods in one’s life when everything starts to 
drop to bits and you find that you are tested until you cannot 
stand another thing. It is how you deal with that situation that 
determines how you are going to go on. Nobody ever confronted 
with a big situation ever remains the same. One either goes on 
and becomes a much bigger person, or one becomes a very bitter 
person. 

The year 1968 was a very difficult one. Mother had fallen and 
broken her hip and had an operation. I sat by her bedside, hold- 
ing her hand, day by day. She was suffering terribly. Finally, I 
said to my father in spirit, “Take her—she is suffering.” Immedi- 
ately I saw two little wings hovering in the air. They were not 
joined, they were just two shiny wings fluttering over her heart. 
They began to travel upward to her throat, then to her face, and 
when they lighted on her forehead, Mother passed. She left 
peacefully to begin her new life on the Other Side. I knew my 
father would be there to help her, as well as other members of 
the family. 

I took Mother’s cremation service and brought back a rose from 
the masses of flowers that had brightened the crematorium. We 


164 AUTOBIOGRAPHY OF A MEDIUM 


still have the rose, which I preserved by cupping it in my hands 
and letting the energy flow through it until it became petrified. 
It has never lost its color or dropped one petal—but of course, 
it now looks as if it had been carved from a semiprecious stone. 

It is not surprising that Harry and I were not in the mood for 
festivities, and we decided that although we had already pur- 
chased our tickets, we would not attend the annual dinner dance 
sponsored by Psychic News. This is a most important event, for 
it is the occasion on which the “Spiritualist of the Year” is named. 

I phoned a staff member at Psychic News to tell him we 
would not be at the dinner. I had not wanted to bother Bar- 
bie—he had his hands full himself, managing the whole affair, 
and Sylvia had been badly shaken up in an automobile acci- 
dent and was suffering now from a bad case of shingles which 
would prevent her from attending the dinner. I explained to Gor- 
don Adams that my brother was very ill and that I was required 
at his bedside. I gathered that this news was quite disturbing to 
him, but at the moment I hadn’t the faintest hint of the reason. 

Within a few hours I received a series of phone calls from 
various staffers urging me to attend the dinner. Barbie himself 
called, and when he told me that I was expected to present a 
bottle of champagne as a tribute to Brother John, one of my 
favorite columnists, I could no longer refuse. So I agreed to go. 

The annual dinner dance always attracts Spiritualists and their 
friends and well-wishers from all over. There were more than 
five hundred people in the ballroom. I was pleased that Rosa- 
mond Lehmann was being specially honored for her wonderful 
book, Swan in the Evening.* Despite her fame as a novelist, 
Rosamond is very shy and dislikes publicity and public speak- 
ing. I was very touched and glad that I had come when Rosa- 
mond described me as one of her dearest friends, to whom she 
owed “a debt of gratitude impossible to repay.” Barbie, of 
course, was chairman of the evening and presided with his 
usual wit and charm. 


Then Percy Wilson stepped to the microphone to announce 


* Rosamond Lehmann (New York: Harcourt Brace Jovanovich, Inc., 
1968). 
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the “Spiritualist of 1967.” This award is the best-kept secret in 
the psychic world. 

The recipient is chosen by an editorial committee, each voting 
independently. Everyone is sworn to secrecy. No one reveals 
the name of the winner even to his closest relatives. The pre- 
vious year’s winner had been Geraldine Cummins, and no one 
had had an inkling before it was announced at the dinner. 

So when Percy Wilson began his preliminary remarks, I had 
no more idea than the other five hundred and fifty guests who 
the winner was to be. When he announced my name, I was truly 
stunned. Half-blinded by tears, I made my way to the platform. 
Percy presented me with a beautiful silver plaque engraved with 
my name and the legend “Spiritualist of 1967.” I also received an 
engraved portable radio. I think for the first time in my life I 
was really speechless. My breath left me, and I’m sure my “thank 
you’ was scarcely audibie. 

Percy Wilson said, “I probably know more about Ena’s medi- 
umship than anyone here tonight. As you know, 1967 was a 
television year for Spiritualism. Ena made two important con- 
tributions to the small-screen breakthrough. 

“With great assurance and dignity she had coped with a diffi- 
cult panel on BBC 1’s Meeting Point, a historic Spiritualist occa- 
sion. It was the first time our case had been put on a religious 
discussion program. 

“Earlier last year she had a twenty-five-minute interview spot 
on BBC 2’s Late Night Line-Up. After each appearance she was 
inundated with letters and telephone calls, many from newcom- 
ers wanting to know more about Spiritualism. Her mail after the 
Meeting Point program amounted to over two thousand letters. 
Ena was also indirectly involved in the famous Bishop Pike 
American television séance. This brave prelate who testified 
openly to survival evidence from his son revealed that the boy 
first communicated through Ena. 

“There is no doubt that Ena made the greatest contribution 
to Spiritualism last year.” 

The applause was really overwhelming. I was indeed very 
proud but humbled by this outpouring of love and esteem from 
so many friends and colleagues. 
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Maurice Barbanell, in discussing my award, told Ruth Brod: 


Now I'll tell you why we chose Ena Twigg to be the Spiritual- 
ist of the Year. When we considered all the Spiritualists and the 
contribution they had made, we decided that in that year Ena 
had reached more people with the message of Spiritualism than 
any one else. She was and still is our most televised medium— 
moreover, she has achieved the distinction of having Spiritualism 
and mediumship discussed in a religious broadcast, which in it- 
self is a unique happening. 

So far as Ena Twigg is concerned, I have a higher admiration 
for not only her mediumship but for the dedication, the self- 
abnegation, and complete altruism with which she regards the 
gift which she knows is divine in origin and sacred in its per- 
formance. The simple matter is that when it comes to great 
spiritual crises, it is not the clergyman, the philosopher, or the 
scientist who helps us to find the answers but the medium, who 
can be the human instrument and channel for enabling us to 
touch some of the infinite storehouse of inspiration, truth, wis- 
dom, and Revelation, particularly when it is associated with 
those who love who are now beyond mortal sight. Such a 
medium can, by giving us firstly evidence of survival after death 
and then the tremendous implications that we are spiritual beings 
whom death cannot touch, this means that we have incontroverti- 
ble evidence that life and love are stronger than death. Once we 
realize that death is just an incident in human destiny and that 
we are all eternal pilgrims, then we get a tremendously differ- 
ent reorientation of life, its meaning, its purpose—our own origins, 
our destiny, and what it is we have to achieve in this schoolhouse 
of earthly experience before we are ready for the next stage. 

Ena has been the means, through her splendid mediumship, 
of helping hundreds to find the true spiritual understanding of 
life’s supreme purpose. To my knowledge, her modest home in 
Acton has become a sanctuary where people regarded of impor- 
tance in this world’s affairs have been able to receive not only 
the evidence of continuous manifestation beyond the grave but 
to realize that they are part of a divine plan in which they have 
their part to play. The greatest breakthrough of all was Ena’s ap- 
pearance in a religious program on a Sunday, where previously 
all mention of the subject was forbidden. This led us to decide 
that Ena certainly deserved the palm of being the Spiritualist of 
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the Year. You have to remember that the climate of opinion has 
altered considerably in the past few years. 

The increasing lack of respect for orthodoxy, especially typi- 
fied by the young today because they regard themselves as in- 
heriting a mess created by their elders, means that they turn to 
anything unorthodox and unconventional which may give them 
the answers to the problems they can’t solve. Similarly, television 
has created a new climate of opinion by bringing discussion on a 
host of fascinating material into the homes of people. 

Ena is undoubtedly a woman of these times—she is what tele- 
vision would call a natural. She is completely unlike in appear- 
ance what so many people imagine a medium to be. She is not 
freakish—she does not look as if she is kooky or round the bend. 
To all intents and purposes she is a normal, intelligent, well- 
balanced individual, and when she demonstrates her mediumship 
on the television, it is without the theatrical sensation or kind of 
aids that people expect in their mistaken picture of mediumship. 
Now, when you get clerics and ecclesiastics like Dr. Mervyn 
Stockwood, the Bishop of Southwark, who is orthodox but not 
hidebound—when he is confronted with a medium like Ena, com- 
pletely dependable, obviously possessed of integrity and honesty, 
to whom he can send distressed mourners for whom the church, 
alas, can do nothing, then you appreciate his readiness to pro- 
claim in public, “Thank God for mediums,” who he realizes per- 
form a unique and valuable task. 

The bishop has been outspoken in his praise of Ena and her 
mediumship, and naturally other clerics seek her aid when they 
have personal crises of their own. In the past what Church peo- 
ple have failed to realize is that mediumship is religion’s greatest 
ally. After all, if it is right to believe, to have faith, to hope for a 
life after death, why should it be wrong to prove it? If there is 
no life after death, then religion is meaningless, and the logical 
way to lead one’s life is to eat, drink, and be merry, for tomorrow 
we die; and hence you get the growing cancer of materialism, 
with its by-products of war and chaos and disaster because greed 
has been enthroned as the new God to be worshiped. 

Now, a medium, like Ena, who can prove that life really is 
eternal makes religion meaningful and gives it a purpose and 
shows that what we do here is important because the character 
we mold is the only possession we will take with us when we 
quit this earth. Religion therefore becomes an incentive to lead 
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the kind of life which will equip us properly for death. The 
whole essence of Spiritualism is very simple: It is a demonstra- 
tion through mediumship that survival of death is a biological 
fact just as natural as birth. You survive after death because it 
is a part of the natural law and you have no option in the matter. 
You cannot say, “I won’t survive,” just as you can’t say, “I 
won't be born.” God has so ordained it that every living person 
has to survive death as part of natural law. 


I am always somewhat embarrassed when I am praised or hon- 
ored. It is spirit to whom the laurels belong. I suppose that as 
the kings of old killed messengers when they brought bad tid- 
ings and rewarded them when the news was good, so our modern 
world heaps scorn or honors upon the medium—who is after all 
only the messenger, the channel. Sometimes I wish the world 
would remember this and pay homage where it is due. I certainly 
never forget it. 

In late summer another tragedy struck—a bolt out of the blue. 
Harry’s sister Beatrice, one of the twins, was not feeling well and 
went to the doctor for an examination. The medical verdict after 
tests was lung cancer. We could hardly believe it. Bea was in her 
early fifties, the principal of an art school. She was lively, vital, 
beautiful, creative, and interested in everything. One of her 
daughters was on the road to becoming a successful designer. 

I went to see her one day to cheer her, taking a huge bouquet 
of golden chrysanthemums. Bea was staying with her twin sister, 
Amy. We sat chatting and trying to keep everything as normal 
as possible. Suddenly Bea turned to me and said, “What is it like 
to die? What is it like on the Other Side? What will it be like 
when I get there?” 

My sister-in-law was not a Spiritualist, and in fact, I seldom 
discussed any facet of my work or my beliefs with members of 
the family, for it was embarrassing to them. Nevertheless, 
Beatrice apparently had accepted the truth of personal survival. 

One Thursday night several weeks later I woke with a start to 
see my sister-in-law Bea standing at the foot of my bed. It was 
5:30 A.M. I could see the silver cord still attached to her body, 
so I knew she had not passed. 
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I said to her, “You have come to see us, dear. I can see you.” 
I was sure she would pass in twenty-four hours. She did last just 
that period. She had only been ill for five weeks, and the doctors 
had assured us that lung cancer was a slow-moving disease and 
that Bea still had considerable time. 

I woke Harry and told him that I had just seen Bea and that 
I expected news of her death. At 8 a.m. the next morning, a clear 
September day, the phone rang. Even before answering it, we 
knew. It was Amy’s husband calling to tell us that Bea was gone. 

On November 23 I appeared on David Frost’s Frost Pro- 
gramme, and before the time was over, the switchboard was 
swamped with callers wanting my phone number or immediate 
appointments or trying to talk to me right there at the studio. 
The enormous response from television audiences would seem 
to prove that people are not getting what they need in their own 
churches. 

I had the opportunity within a few months of making this 
point to an intelligent but skeptical group of clergymen who 
were attending a three-day course on psychic phenomena at 
Moor Park College in Farnham. Moor Park, about thirty miles 
south of London, is a beautiful seventeenth-century country 
manor. The college was founded after World War II to provide 
members of the Church of England and other religious denom- 
inations with seminars on secular subjects. The college warden, 
Dr. F. S. Grimwood, has included some aspect of the psychic 
field in his seminars for the past six years. 

I was very honored to be included as a tutor and speaker in 
the course called “Psychical Research, Psychotherapy, and 
Spiritual Healing.” There are many highly educated scholars 
with important academic backgrounds who attend these Moor 
Park sessions, both as lecturers and as course instructors. By now 
I have learned not to be put off by degrees; education is not al- 
ways synonymous with wisdom. If it were, we would have no 
more wars, prejudice, cruelty, selfishness, and man’s injustice to 
man-—for there are many colleges in the world and many gradu- 
ates of colleges. 

When I have to face up to situations of this kind—defending 
what I know to be the truth against the cynics and skeptics who 
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come armed with their diplomas—I never write a speech or pre- 
pare a word. I just take the body along, as my spirits told me to 
do on my very first appearance years ago at the Odd Fellows 
Hall in Gillingham, knowing and trusting that they will supply 
the words. 

At this particular conference I explained to the clergymen that 
all true mediumship, used properly along the right lines, is some 
form of healing. The comfort that one gives the bereaved, the 
hope that one gives the despairing, heals the spirit, and I said 
that I was certain that on some occasions in their pulpits each 
one of them must have been aware of a greater power than him- 
self, Healing should be performed easily by all ministers of reli- 
gion. They should be able to touch the spirit. 

I would like to share with you the excellent answer given by 
Dr. Grimwood to several clerics who challenged me on the point 
that a great deal of trivia seems to come through from spirit 
communicators. 

I replied initially that it was this kind of trivia which was nec- 
essary to establish personal identity and was for the sitter fre- 
quently the most evidential kind of information. Profound 
statements would not only be meaningless in a majority of cases 
but would also be out of character with the entity. At this point 
Dr. Grimwood gave me his support. 

“How often have you made a long-distance and expensive 
phone call just to hear someone’s voice, and all you can find to 
say is, “Hello. It’s raining here’?” the doctor asked. “Why look for 
some great utterance?” 

The new year (1969) started cheerfully enough with a call 
from a BBC-TV producer asking me to appear in a television 
documentary on people’s love for animals. The producer was the 
Earl of Snowdon—Princess Margaret’s husband—and Derek Hart, 
whom I have often admired on TV, was to be the narrator. 
I agreed because of my lifelong interest in animal welfare and I 
suppose in part because of curiosity about Lord Snowdon. Al- 
though I had sat only a few feet away from the queen and the 
royal family at certain cathedral services, I had never actually 
seen this working member of the royal household. 

Two weeks later an eighteen-man camera crew descended on 
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my small house like a swarm of locusts, trailing their cables, 
lights, cameras, and paraphernalia, moving furniture about every 
which way. I recognized Derek Hart immediately and appealed 
to him to do something about the havoc his men were creating 
in my home. He just patted my hand and said it would all be put 
back as soon as the filming was finished. 

A young man, toting a camera on his shoulder, whom I took 
to be a member of the crew started to move one of our Chinese 
lamps that Harry had brought home from one of his voyages in 
the Far East. I walked up to him and said, “I don’t think we’ve 
met,” taking a firm hold on the lamp. 

“Tm Snowdon,” came the casual reply. When his face emerged 
from behind that camera, of course I recognized him. 

“Well, what do I call you?” I asked, feeling a little embar- 
rassed, 

“Why, Tony, of course,” the earl replied. He was very profes- 
sional about the whole thing, and I admired the way he got down 
to work. 

He and Derek Hart explained that the film was to be a fifty- 
minute documentary that would picture various aspects of the 
relationship between humans and their pets. I had seen Lord 
Snowdon’s film on the aged, which I had thought was presented 
with great sensitivity and compassion. I expected the same treat- 
ment of this subject. The producers had brought along two sit- 
ters—a very beautiful young woman and a man. 

They filmed the young woman first. She handed me a large 
sack. I held it and told her it had belonged to a dog. I gave her 
a string of facts about the animal. She said that 75 percent of 
what I had told her was true. 

Then the man took his place. He seemed quite skeptical as 
he handed me a small knitted thing. My first impression was that 
it had belonged to a kitten because I could feel something soft 
and furry. I was wrong. Then it got clearer, and I exclaimed, “But 
it’s a monkey.” The sitter admitted that I was correct. I told him 
that the dead pet monkey had joined two other monkeys, former 
pets of the family, and they were all together now on the Other 
Side. My sitter nodded, indicating that I was correct about the 
two other monkeys. 
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Then I got the name Tiny and asked him if he recognized the 
name. He did. Tiny was the name of his dog, and the monkey 
and Tiny had been very fond of each other. The communication 
seemingly had worn away the man’s original skepticism because 
he then asked me if the monkey was living in a cage. When I 
told him that she was free, he seemed very relieved, and his eyes 
misted. It was really touching. 

The next time I encountered Lord Snowdon was in the Bishop 
of Southwark’s house when he came to photograph the bishop 
and me for a Vogue magazine feature. He was endlessly patient 
and took many really beautiful pictures. 

Within a few days after the filming, a group of thirty Ameri- 
cans—the Edgar Cayce people—arrived in London for an all-day 
symposium and banquet. This was their first stop on a round- 
the-world tour to study psychic and metaphysical subjects. Hugh 
Lynn Cayce, son of the famous American trance clairvoyant, led 
the delegation, and we had a very interesting exchange that 
day. England is becoming more aware of Cayce’s work, and more 
and more members of the American organization devoted to a 
study of his works, the Association of Research and Enlighten- 
ment, have been coming over to sit with our mediums. I know I 
have had a number of sitters whose interest in mediumship has 
been kindled in a Cayce ARE group. 

After the all-day symposium, we finished off with a banquet, 
and I was asked to give a sitting to one of the group who had 
been recently bereaved. It turned out to be a most interesting 
case; the details are related by Lucille Kahn later in this book 
(pages 222-227). 

It seemed to be the time for returning celebrities. One March 
evening several weeks later I turned on the television to catch 
Coretta King, the widow of the Reverend Martin Luther King, 
Jr., deliver a sermon from St. Paul’s Cathedral. I felt a presence 
standing beside me and looked up into the face of the doctor 
himself. The slain civil-rights leader was watching his wife, his 
face beaming with pride. He murmured something encouraging 
that I couldn't quite understand. It sounded something like 
“Right on!” 


I must point out that I have trained myself to be very wary of 
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spirits who claim the identity of famous personalities. When not 
downright fraudulent, they can be mischievous entities imper- 
sonating celebrities. I always shoo them away, for I have never 
known any great person to manifest unless there exists a personal 
bond with the sitter—with the exception of teachers like Philip. 

This caution almost caused an embarrassing incident involving 
the late President John F. Kennedy. The sitter was an English 
lady of rank and social position. Suddenly, the late President 
started to interrupt the communication. At first I told him to be 
off—because I did not for a moment believe it was really the 
President. What possible connection could he have had with 
this Englishwoman? When the spirit persisted, I told him if he 
had any evidence to prove his identity, I would try to transmit 
it. 

“But I knew him well as a boy,” the sitter explained. “We were 
neighbors in America.” And that was the first knowledge or hint 
that I had that my Englishwoman, whom I had known for some 
time, was a native American. 

President Kennedy said, “When I died, I saw it was possible 
to contact those on earth, but my religious beliefs made me feel 
that this was not desirable or right. However, I came to this de- 
cision: that I could make spiritual progress and serve my country 
by still attempting to help where I could by drawing near to those 
open enough to receive my impressions. I am torn because of my 
love for my country and my religion. I am torn between the two.” 

“What are you going to do?” I asked him. 

“I must come to terms with it,” he replied. “My evolution in 
this world is going to have to be conditioned by how much my 
people need me.” 


IS 


BISHOP PIKE’S DEATH 


The truth about the disappearance and death of Bishop James 
A. Pike almost remained buried forever in a bank where we de- 
posited the tape recording on which his drama is engraved. It 
seems almost incongruous that the living agony of those seven 
horror-filled days when the world held its breath and prayed for 
Jim Pike should be recorded on yards of plastic—and on bits and 
scraps of paper stuffed into a table drawer beside the very chair 
in which I sat to bring Jim, Jr., to his father and again to receive 
the news of the bishop’s death three days before the body was 
found. But that is the raiment—bits and tatters—in which truth 
often is clothed until we finally know the whole truth on the Other 
Side. 

And here they all are, the scraps of paper and message pads 
with telephone numbers, dates, times, places, people’s names, 
and odds and ends of notes of conversations with people in 
Jerusalem, in America, everywhere, and with everyone. I don’t 
know why I was selected to serve as the channel for Jim Pike’s 
first communication after his death. It was too soon—only a little 
more than twenty-four hours afterward. I hope I am never again 
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called upon to participate in anything quite so exacting emo- 
tionally. The aftereffects bring exhaustion. 

I feel now that enough time has gone by to tell the story—the 
truth. Jim Pike agrees. He came to me on a June evening in 1970 
to tell me so. 

In fairness to Jim and the terrific effort he made to communi- 
cate with us, we must try our best to receive and interpret his 
messages. And I do feel that Jim Pike’s story belongs to the world 
and to its people—all of its people—the “larger congregation” he 
often referred to. He loved them so much. 

To start at the beginning: I received a letter from Jim, telling 
me that he and his recent bride, Diane, were planning a pilgrim- 
age to the Holy Land and asking whether they both could come 
to see me in September on their way back to America. They were 
looking forward to a sitting and a good visit. 

I was pleased indeed with both items of news. I knew how 
deeply attached the bishop felt to the Holy Land. We often had 
long discussions about Palestine, where Harry and I had spent 
some of our happiest times in the early days of his navy career. 
I felt that this trip was very important to Jim, not only for the 
research he was doing for a book on the origins of Christianity 
but also for the mystical inspiration he was seeking. 

Above all I looked forward to the pleasure of seeing him again 
and to the opportunity of welcoming Jim and his bride to our 
home. Jim had always come to sit with me when he was in town, 
sometimes to contact Jim, Jr., often just for a cup of tea and a 
chat. 

On Monday evening, September 1, 1969, Harry switched on 
the late news, and we heard that Bishop Pike was missing in the 
Judean desert. I immediately sent out all my thoughts to Jim, 
Jr., asking him to help us find his father. 

“Where is Jim?” I asked. “Please help us find your dad.” I did 
not get any results at all. That was unusual, for Jimmy usually 
communicated with us freely. I concentrated before I went to 
bed that night. I sent out thoughts on and off all day Tuesday. 
I received nothing at all. 

On Wednesday every time I sent out thoughts, r was enveloped 
in gray mist. This disturbed me very much. I felt it was ominous. 
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Harry and I discussed my inability to pick up anything. He 
agreed with me that it was very strange. 

On Thursday morning, September 4, at 8:30 A.M., I had a very 
early call from Heathrow Airport. It was Scott Kennedy, en 
route from America to join his sister, Diane, in the search for his 
brother-in-law, Jim Pike. Scott asked if we had received any clue 
from Jim, Jr., of the bishop’s whereabouts or if we had any in- 
formation for Diane from other sources. A number of mediums 
and psychics had been sending messages through to Israel, but 
at that point none had led to the discovery of the lost bishop. 

It was with a heavy heart that I had to tell Scott that I had not 
been able to get through to Jim, Jr. I assured him, however, that 
we were going to make a very definite effort that very evening 
with the help of one or two experienced people and that we 
would call Diane in Jerusalem as soon as we got anything. 

I called Canon John Pearce-Higgins at his home, prior to his 
leaving for a conference. The canon, who had originally brought 
Jim and me together, agreed with me that we must try to help. 

The canon said that he would not be able to come until quite 
late but thought he might be able to reach my home by 8:30 P.M. 
We both agreed that no matter how late, we must try that very 
evening. Time was running out. 

During the day I had to go over to the hospital to visit a dying 
friend, but Harry stayed home beside the phone. We had lived 
in the Middle East for some years—in Egypt, in Palestine—and 
we were thoroughly familiar with the dangers of the desert. As 
a matter of fact, preparing for a trip into the desert is a way of 
life in the Middle East. From the fragmented reports that had 
come through the radio and the press, it did not seem that the 
bishop and Diane had been at all prepared for these hazards. All 
I could do was pray for his safety, and this I did—silently, off 
and on all day. 

When I returned from the hospital visit, Harry told me that 
Diane had phoned from Jerusalem. He told her that we were 
going to sit that night with the canon and that we would phone 
her as soon as we got something—or if we failed, we would let 
her know too. 


I think it is important at this point to pause for a moment to 
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explain that true mediumship, if completely honest, is very un- 
predictable. No one can command the spirits to communicate. 
I have absolute faith in the Unseen. If I am 100 percent honest 
with them, I can expect 100 percent honesty back. I never pre- 
tend, whether it is for an individual or an audience, and I never 
guarantee results. It is for these reasons that I could not definitely 
promise Diane Pike that I would have information for her, All I 
could do was try. 

The canon arrived at 8:30 Thursday evening, and we took our 
accustomed places in my living room. I was in the chair beside 
the fireplace, the canon was opposite me in the easy chair that 
Jim always used to sit in, and Harry, as always, was nearest the 
door and the phone. 

Suddenly I heard a voice commanding me to turn on the tape 
recorder. Harry connected the tape and plugged in the cord; 
then we were ready. The canon said a prayer, in which we all 
joined. We sat quietly, waiting for Jim, Jr., to come. Later I 
learned that I immediately went into a trance. 

When I came back to this level of consciousness, I was shaking 
from head to foot. I have never felt so exhausted or so dreadful 
in my life. Every piece of me inside was shaking. I looked at the 
canon and my husband. They were as white as death. 

“For goodness sakes, what is happening?” I asked. 

Harry’s only reply was that he thought he ought to put the 
kettle on, that we all needed a cup of tea. And indeed, all three 
of us were in a terrible state—I from my trance experience and 
the other two from what they had heard. 

Then the canon told me that he had been talking to Jim. Jim 
was dead; he had been dead for at least twenty-four hours. The 
autopsy later confirmed this. 

Although Spiritualists know that there is no death—that it is a 
myth and that we go on living—still the human, selfish side of our 
nature suffers when we lose our loved ones and friends. I sup- 
pose I was clinging to a shred of hope when I asked the canon 
whether there was any possibility that he was mistaken in his 
interpretation. Was it possible that we had been in telepathic 
communication with the bishop’s subconscious self while he lay 
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unconscious somewhere out there instead of in communication 
with his spirit? 

The canon and Harry were quite positive that the conversa- 
tion on the tape left no room for doubt. They both thought that I 
would agree with the verdict once I heard the tape myself. I 
was in no condition to listen to it then. I felt near death myself— 
exhausted, depleted, and trembling. We prayed together for 
Jim’s spirit and for his safe arrival into the light on the Other 
Side. 

Over our cups of tea we discussed what we had best do with 
the information. As a Spiritualist minister I am often called upon 
to handle the practical as well as spiritual aspects of death, but 
this time it was different. I realized that I would have to be the 
one to break the news to Diane. I thought about how I could 
give it in the gentlest way. At that moment I felt ill equipped 
to handle this mission, and I must confess that my own emotions 
were in need of sorting out before I could comfort another. 

“Who else must know immediately?” 

I suddenly recalled that the BBC 2 had scheduled a documen- 
tary by Bishop Pike on my work for the following evening, Fri- 
day, September 5. Rev. Oliver Hunkin, who is in charge of all 
religious programs for the BBC had produced the film, titled 
The Other Side. It had been made in June, 1969, in Santa 
Barbara, California, by Oliver (for whom I had done a program), 
and in a strange way I had had a hand in its production. 

Oliver had come to see me many months before to discuss his 
idea for a documentary film on Bishop James A. Pike and to find 
out how to contact the bishop. I gave him the information he 
required and retold the story of our first meetings and the bish- 
op’s first contacts with his son, Jim, Jr. Then as Hunkin was pre- 
paring to leave, one of my sudden compulsions prompted me to 
add, “And by the way, you might like to talk with Doctor Ian 
Stevenson, Professor of Neurology and Psychiatry at the Uni- 
versity of Virginia, as long as you are going to America. He is 
doing some very interesting research on reincarnation and sur- 
vival.” Apparently Oliver Hunkin had taken that advice, and the 
film did feature an interview with and commentary by Dr. 
Stevenson as well as the bishop. 
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Canon Pearce-Higgins was preparing to leave. It was now 
10:30 P.M. Thursday, September 4—three days before we re- 
ceived any further news of the bishop’s fate. The canon agreed 
that I ought to ring Rev. Oliver Hunkin. I did call him. We ex- 
changed amenities, and then I asked, “Oliver, what are you go- 
ing to do about that program tomorrow?—because Jim is dead.” 
The canon heard the entire conversation. 

Oliver gasped and said, “Oh, you are an extraordinary 
woman.” He then told me that since the bishop’s disappearance 
he had been in touch with Diane Pike and had her permission 
to go forward with the program the following evening. 

I asked Oliver to wait before phoning Diane, since I felt that 
I should break the tragic news to her myself. I said that I would 
try to get through as quickly as possible. I asked the operator 
to place a call to Jerusalem. All lines were busy, and the operator 
told me there would be an indefinite wait. Harry pointed out 
after a harrowing day and evening that it was now past 11 P.M. 
and that I was exhausted and should go to bed. 

We set the alarm for 7 a.m. so that I could get my call through 
to Diane Pike. At 7:30 the next morning, Friday, September 5, 
I placed a person-to-person call through to Jerusalem after stop- 
ping just long enough for a morning cup of tea. I waited for the 
operator to ring back. 

I was terribly restless. The minutes seemed to drag. I called 
my friend Rosalind Heywood. My experience in research train- 
ing usually asserts itself even when I am not consciously thinking 
of it. It is very important to keep an accurate record of times, 
events, communications, and have them witnessed by responsi- 
ble persons immediately—not afterward—to add to the store 
of acceptable evidence. So over the phone Rosalind made notes of 
all that had happened in the sitting the night before, when we 
had talked with Jim Pike’s spirit. 

I put the phone down, and still no Jerusalem call. I rang 
Rosamond Lehmann. I told her about Jim. It was then 8:30 A.M. 
—still no call from Jerusalem. 

At 9 A.M. I rang the operator and asked her to check on my 
call. She confessed that the number had been lost. So we started 
all over again, and I re-placed the call person-to-person to Diane 
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Pike. When we got through to Jerusalem, Diane had already left 
with the search party. 

Friday was the most difficult day I can remember. In the morn- 
ing I listened to the tape. This is what I heard: 


Harry Twice: The following is a verbatim transcript of a 
séance held on Thursday, September fourth, 1969, beginning at 
eight-thirty p.m. at the home of Mr. and Mrs, Harry Twigg, 
Fifty-eight East Acton Lane, London, England. Present: Ena 
Twigg, medium, Canon John D. Pearce-Higgins, and Harry 
Twigg. 

Twicc: Canon John Pearce-Higgins, Harry Twigg, and Ena 
Twigg are sitting with the specific purpose of seeking evidence 
as to the whereabouts of Jim Pike, who is lost in the desert in 
Israel. 

Prearce-Hiccws: [Prayer] 

Twicc: [Falls into deep trance by the end of the prayer. Her 
“amen” is in a different voice from her own in waking moments. ] 

Twicc/Pie: [Heavy breathing, moans] Oh... oh... oh. 
. . . [Sighs] Help me! He-e-e-lp me! [Sobbing, crying, groan- 
ing, gasping, repeated cries for help] 

Pearce-Hiccws: We're trying to help you. 

Twicc/Pixe: Help me. . . . Oh, God, help me. . . . Help me, 
please help me... . 

Prearce-Hiccins: We're trying to help you. . . . God bless 
you. . . . Who are you? 

Twicc/Prxe: Oh, you know who I am. 

Prarce-Hiceis: You're Jim. 

Pree: Help me. . . . Help me. . . . Oh, God.. . please help 
fa: ae 

Prearce-Hiccins: Where are you? . . . God bless you... . 

Pree: I’m lost. . . . I’m lost. . . . Help me—I’m lost. . . . God 
help me... . 

Pearce-Hiccins: On earth—or somewhere else? 

Pie: I’m in a nowhere, John. 

Pearce-Hiccrns: Oh, well, Jim, you'll find your way. 

Prxe: [Crying] I’m in a nowhere. 

Prarce-Hiccins: Yes, no way to mow... 

Pixs: I’m in the end of the pattern. .. . It had to be. . 
It had tobe... . 
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Pearce-Hiccrns: Yes, I know. . . . Isn’t your little Jim with 
you? I’m sure they’re all trying to help. . . . 

Prxe: I’m not a coward. . . not dead. . . not dead, John. 

Prarce-Hiccins: Are you dead? 

Prxe: Dead. . . . Yes, I’m nowhere... . 


Prarce-Hiccins: Your body is dead.... Your body is 
dead. ... 

Prxe: And I don’t belong anywhere, do I? 

Prarce-Hiccins: Oh, yes you do. . . my dear boy... . 

PrxE: Where, where, where is this? 

Prarce-Hiccrns: You belong to the upper regions, You're just 
in the mists right now that we often go into for a time when we 


Pass over, so I understand. . . . You have your faith in God. 
Pree: I can’t . . . I can’t [Sounds of choking] 
Prearce-Hiccins: Talk? ... What happened to youP... 


Peart .,;.. Throate s=. ; 

Pike: [Ena starts beating her chest. She seems to be choking. ] 

Pearce-Hiccws: Oh, God! [Obviously overcome by the suf- 
fering] You have your ways of God too. . . . Easy. . . easy. ... 

Prxe: If I believed before, then now I must believe even more. 

Prearce-Hiccins: Yes, yes, I’m sure... . And now you are 
through the mist—are you a little bit? 

Pixs: [Continues to gasp for breath] 

Prearce-Hiccins: Just take it gently, gently. . . . We'll try to 
help you. . . . It will all sort itself out... . 

Pixs: It’s a complete cycle. . . . I had to die to prove it was 
true to the others... . 

Prearce-Hiccins: Yes, yes, I understand that... . 

Pre: John, help me. . . . John, help me... . 

Pearce-Hiccins: Bless you, we are trying to help you, my 
dear. . . . We pray for you. 

Pixe: Poor girl. . . poor girl. 

Pearce-Hiccrns: [Reassuringly] Yes, we'll help her. 

Prxe: Choked . . . choked... 

Pearce-Hiccrins: You choked? Yes? 

Pree: She went. . . loving me, John. 

Prearce-Hiccrns: She went off, didn’t she? 

Pree: No, no, that was right. Yes... . 

Prarce-Hiccwws: [Echoing the bishop] Yes, that was right. 
YOSsgas 72 

Pixs: But this mist... 
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Prarce-Hiccins: This is what they call the River of Death. 
. .. It’s a sort of temporary condition that we go through, I 
believe... . 

Pree: [Angrily] They shouldn’t do that to mel 

Pearce-Hiccins: I think everybody has it. . . . Have you seen 
anyone you know, or are you alone still? 

Pike: No, not alone. 

Prearce-Hicerns: Your friends . . 

Prxe: Many people here, but I can’t see anyone. 

Pearce-Hiccins: No, but you remember this is only a few 
hours after this happened, you know. This may take three days. 
. . . It took Jesus three days to come back, didn’t it? 

Pike: But I’m not Jesus. 

Pearce-Hiccins: But it’s a process that happens to everybody. 

Pre: Hmm . . . yes, He could do it. . . . If the boy could 
dO ibse sph eansdo itis 

Prarce-Hiccins: He didn’t come as quickly as that, though. 
. . . Don’t worry. . . . They’re lucky to have you. . . . We'll try 
to help you... . 

Pree: They'll lose my ring, won’t they? They'll lose my 
rag. 3. 

Prearce-Hiccins: That may be. ... We don’t know where 
your body is... . 

Pike: Body. . . it’s a body? 

Prearce-Hiccins: Yes, you weren't killed, were you? . . . You 
died naturally, didn’t you? . . . Your heart? 

Pree: Choked. .. . 

Pearce-Hicerns: Yes, choked. . . . What with? 

Pree: With the throat, you fool... . 

Pearce-Hiccins: I see. . . . You just choked. . . . I under- 
stand. . . . That’s one of the things we wanted to know . 
but we haven’t found the body. . . . They found the car... . 

Pike: God! Oh, will you all pray for usP . . . Pray for my 
darling. 

Prarce-Hiccerns: Yes, yes, yes, indeed... . 

Prxe: Such hopes . . . such hopes... 

Prarce-Hicerns: [Sighing] Well, that wasn’t to be, evi- 
dently. ... 

Pree: It will be. . 

Prarce-Hiccis: It will be something, 


Pree: What . . . what . . . what am I doing? Where am IP 
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Prarce-Hiccins: You are adjusting yourself . . . in the sort 
of outer courts of the next stage. I expect you've things to 
learn. . . . You know, you didn’t know all the answers here. 
Call on Jesus Christ for help. . . . He'll send His helpers. . . you 
know. . . . You believe in God. . . . You believe in Christ. . . . 

Pixs: But if you're lost in the mist, old chap... somebody 
has to show the light. . . . 

Prarce-Hicorns: But you've got to call for it. Ask and ye shall 
receive. 

Pie: I didn’t ask for this. 

Pearce-Hicoins: No... . 

Prxe: Yes, I did, in a strange way. 

Prarce-Hiccins: You wanted to have the whole fullness of it 
. . . to understand it all, didn’t you? 

PixE: I believed. . . I believed. . . oh, how I believed it was 
TCS <7 as 

PEARCE-Hiccms: And it is true! 

Pre: It is true, but I didn’t want this. . . . Through a con- 
fusion... 

PrarceE-Hicews: But look, dear Jim, this happens to anyone 
who dies suddenly. 

Pree: [Indignantly] But not to a bishop! 

Prearce-Hicers: Oh, blow you, a bishop! You are just a hu- 
man being. You are just one of God’s children. . . . George 
Whitby’s son was drowned, and the things he told us when he 
came through was the confusion he was in during the first few 
days. . . . Don’t give up; just endure it, will you, and pray that 
light will be sent to you. Ask! Does that help you a little bit? 
I am only telling you this . . . but this is what we understand 
from all the evidence from people like you who have come 
backiw 

Pree: It’s always difficult at first, isn’t it? 

Pearce-Hicews: Yes, it is always difficult at first when you 
go suddenly. ... 

Pixe: Yes, but so did Jim... . 

Prarce-Hicers: But he was in confusion too. . . . You'll find 
your level. 

Pree: I’m deeply sorry that I distress Ena. 

Pearce-Hiccins: Oh, that. . . . She’s used to it. 

Pree: But not quite like that... . 

Pearce-Hiccins: There are friends with you, aren't there? 
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There are friends around you? 

Pixe: Oh, many people. . . . I can feel. . . but not see.... 

Prarce-Hiccrws: Yes, you can feel but not see. . . . This is 
the vehicle of vitality with which you probably are still sur- 
rounded, It’s not been three days, you know, since you passed 
over, and this is the thing that’s got to be shed. . . . It does 
create illusion in your mind. 

Pixe: Am I talking? 

Prarce-Hiccins: Yes... . 

Pixs: It’s too near... . It’s too near to try to... 

Prarce-Hiccins: Yes, I know. 

Pixs: [Excitedly] He brought the cross. . . . He brought the 
chose 9 

Pearce-Hicers: Who did? 

Prxe: Jim’s brought the cross. 

Pearce-Hiccins: To you now. ... Good! That’s fine... . 
He’s near you now. . . . You'll see better; youre seeing, aren’t 
you? 

Pixs: [With great excitement] I can see it. 

Pearce-Hiccins: Yes, God bless you, that’s fine. Now if hell 
come and help... 

Pixr; [Distressed] How can I walk with God when I can’t see 
himp 

Pearce-Hiccins: You have to put your hand in his, even if 
you can’t see him. 

Prxe: Will you promise me something? 

Pearce-Hicerns: I'll try... . 

Pre: Will you promise me that you believe . . . that you be- 
lieve with everything that you know, that we live onP.. . 

Pearce-Hiccrns: I do believe it. I do believe it... . 

Pixe: I don’t think that I amounted to much. . . with all the 
effort. 

Prarce-Hiccins: Oh, I’m sure you're a great man... . You 
were a great man of courage and principle. 

PixE: Oh, but I didn’t expect the mist. 

Prarce-Hicciws: No, no, but you've got Jim now, haven’t you? 

Pixs: No, no, I’ve just got the cross. 

Prarce-Hiccins: Before you. . . . [Prayer] Point through the 
gloom and point me to the skies. . . . Shine through the gloom 

. . and point me to the skies. 

Pree: [Jokingly] I can’t imagine I'd be much good in the sky. 
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Prarce-Hiccms: [Laughs] Well, I don’t know. . . . Just take 
it gently, my boy. Keep asking for help and sjiacibisen! 

Pike: I don’t think they'll find what is left of me. 

Prarce-Hiccrs: You don’t think they'll find it? Did the Arabs 
get it? 

Prxe: No, the sand got it. 

Prarce-Hicers: Did you walk away from the car? 

Pixs: Yes, 


Prarce-Hiccws: You walked away.... Yes... and then 
you felt illP 

Pree: I choked. 

Prarce-Hiccrss: You choked ... in the sand? ... In the 
sandP 


Pree: [Crying] I. . . don’t know. 

Pearce-Hicerns: No, well, never mind. 

Prxe: It’s not hell I’m in, is it? 

Prearce-Hicers: No, it’s not hell. . . . It’s a sort of no-man’s 
land that so many people go through . . . and we can help you 
by prayers here to light. Call for light! That’s the thing . . . be- 
cause light is someone coming to help you. You must ask that 
some help may be sent to you. ... Pray.... 

Pike: What do you think I was doing? 

Pearce-Hicers: When? Just now? You asked for help when 
you first came through. 

Pixe: [Crying] Yes . . . anywhere. . .. Yes, anybody. . 

Prarce-Hicews: Yes, but it will come... . 


Pre; [Praying] Oh, good God. ... Walk with God, they 
say, don’t they? 

Pearce-Hiccrs: Yes... your soul. You'll want to shed your 
earthly sort of ideas. I think at the moment. . . you don’t fully 
realize. . . . Youre shocked, you know. . . . Could you sleep a 
litile bit? 


Pixs: But they keep calling mel! 

Pearce-Hiccins: Who keeps calling you? 

Prxe: All of the people. 

Pearce-Hiccins: Down here? 

Pree: You're calling me. . . . All of you callling me. . . [cry- 
ing] and I’m tired. 

Pearce-Hiccins: Well, we'd better stop calling you... . 
You're i: very well, you know, to be able to talk to us like 
this. . We're very grateful to you.... 
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Pixs: I’m so grateful to you again. . . . I'm going to say to 
you, “God bless you,” because this is the second time you've 
helped me. 

Prarce-Hiccrns: Oh, never mind. I’m very grateful to be used. 

Pree: [Wailing loudly] What am I going to do without this 
woman? What am I going to do without her? You'll have to take 
her to my darling. 

Prarce-Hiccrns: Well, you will find some comfort and help. 
. . . You haven’t got it in perspective. 

Pre: Do you think her husband would let Diane have her? 

Pearce-Hiccins: Do J think... ? 

Harry Twicc: [Who has been speaking with Diane Pike in 
Jerusalem] Diane will probably come to England. 

Pearce-Hiccins: Yes, she'll probably come here. 

Pree: Could he spare her? Could Harry give his wife to Diane 
for a time? 


Prarce-Hiccins: I don’t know. . . . I don't know. . . . I ex- 
pect she'll see her. 
Pree: Too much... . it’s too much to ask. . . . But I would 


like to see her. . . talk to her, if I may. . . . Diane. . . . When 
she comes here. . . . I wanted to finish a lot of things, I wanted 
to put this whole tremendous subject on the map in an academic 
field. 

Prarce-Hiccins: Yes, I understand that... . Well, you've 
done very well, you know. You probably saw a review of your 
book in the American Journal, didn’t you? The Society for 
Psychical Research Journal. It was very good and very fair. 

Pree: But that was only the beginning. 

Prearce-Hiccins: Yes, yes, but perhaps again, you know. . . . 
When I first came here with you and here Jim said, young 
Jim. . . “I had to die so that you might live.” . . . In order that 
you might live... . 

Prxe: Yes, he said that, didn’t he? 

Pearce-Hiccrns: And perhaps it may be that you had to die 
that some of us might live. . . . It may be when you've sorted 
yourself out, got over the shock and so on and the confusion, 
you'll be able to come back and talk to us and do far more for 
us on the Other Side than you could have done here. 

Pixe: You're a great comfort to me. 

Pearce-Hiccins: I'm sure that’s the fact. But you were a 
stormy petrel, weren’t you? In a good cause. Didn’t you think 
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that all your friends who we met here . . . like Paul, who came 
pues and said, “John ... Jim’s all right. Young Jim’s all 
right”—— 

Pree: [Interrupting] Well, why hasn’t he come for me? 

Prarce-Hiccins: Because it’s too soon... . 

Prxe: Why hasn’t he come for me? 

Prarce-Hices: It’s too soon, Haven’t you read your Crook- 
all and all this business about this ectoplasmic vehicle that 
surrounds us? Especially if we die suddenly, and until we've 
shaken this thing off, we are in a state of confusion, so I under- 
stand. It should take about three days. . . . It’s only two days, 
you see, 

Prxe: Baloney! 

Prearce-Hiccins: Baloney. ... All right, brother ... you 
know... . 

Pike: No, but I don’t know. . . . I hear, but I don’t see... . 
I want to see. . . . I want to see youall. . . . Ican’t see. 

Prarce-Hiccrs: Well, that’s understandable ... but you 
ought not to want to see us all for the moment. . . . You ought 
to want to see somebody on the Other Side. . . . Jim, I would 
assume. 

Pree: Yes, but you would have thought they would have come 
and opened my eyes a bit, wouldn’t you? 

Pearce-Hiccins: Well, you have seen one sign—the cross 


[fading]. 
Pixs: Well, I'll have to go because they’re pulling. ... 
Prearce-Hiccins: Yes, well, they want to take you back... . 


God bless you! 

Pree: Will you tell them the book must be published? ... 
The book must be published. 

PreARcE-Hiccins: Yes... . 

Prxe: Not finished yet . . . but it must be published. 

Pearce-Hiccrns: All right, we'll tell them. . . . God bless you! 

PrKe: My ring. 

Prearce-Hiccins: They'll never find it, will they? Does it 
matter? 

Pre: It doesn’t matter. . . . I'll knock, shall IP 

Prearce-Hiccrns: Where? To Diane? To Ena? To me? 

Pixe: [Whispering] I don’t know. 

Prearce-Hiccins: Never mind. 

Prxe: Will you all know I love you? . . . Will you remember? 
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Prarce-Hiccrs: Yes, I’m sure we do. 

Pree: Will you remember that I am trying to see more... 
and. . . [inaudible mumbling; then loud and strong] You know, 
I’m a hell of a man, aren’t IP [Crying] Because Jim did better 
than this. 

Pearce-Hiccins: It was much later, you know. It had been a 
fortnight or three weeks afterwards. He’d got some time to get 
acclimatized. I think I'd better come back again. 

Pree: Love is the axis of the universe, isn’t itP 

Prearce-Hiccins: Yes, yes, I’m sure. 

Pree: [Chuckling] I’d better get myself some of the axis, 
hadn’t IP 

Prearce-Hicerns: I think you want to go and rest, don’t you? 
These people are taking you away; they’re going to help you. 

Pre: God be with you. I tried... . [Crescendo] I am 
TYING hes 

Prearce-Hiccins: You've done very well. 

Pike: Oh, oh, to sleep. 

Prearce-Hiccins: God bless you. . . . We'll try to help you 
to sleep by our prayers. 

Pree: Thank you. . . . Thank you... . 

Pearce-Hiccins: God bless you. . . . Go in peace... . 


19 


THE BISHOP PIKE STORY CONTINUES 


The suspense kept building all day while I waited for my call 
to Diane to be completed. The radio and television broadcast 
hourly reports on the progress of the search for the bishop’s body. 
Many of the reporters and commentators expressed hope that 
he would be found alive. I knew better. I thought a great deal 
about how I would break the sad news of her husband’s death 
to Diane. How would she take it after her own terrible ordeal? 
I prayed that Spirit would take over once more and send me 
the right words, the comforting thoughts that would sustain 
Diane and help her bear the pain of her loss. 

I kept hearing Jim’s words on that tape—words of tenderness 
for his beloved and concern for her. His phrase, “such hopes, 
such hopes . . . my darling,” made my task all the more heart- 
breaking. He and Diane had had such hopes for their life and 
work together, and now before it had scarcely begun, it was over. 

While waiting for the call to come through, Harry and I dis- 
cussed the tape again and again. I speculated on the quality of 
the voice reproduction, although spirits must use the vocal 
chords of the medium through whom they are communicating. 
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Although direct voice communication is rare, I have made it. 
Still, I would never use a word like “baloney.” 

Harry told me that he had discussed the voice differences with 
the canon while I was still in trance. The canon told Harry at the 
time and later repeated for an interviewer: “The identity of 
vocalization is not necessarily a sign of authenticity—or, I would 
rather say, the lack of it. Because somebody does not talk in his 
or her customary voice, it doesn’t necessarily mean it’s not the 
person. When you're controlling somebody else’s vocal chords, 
almost anything can happen.” 

The canon pointed out that when the séance started, “I 
thought it was a woman crying for help, and gradually it [the 
voice] roughed a little—coarsened. You could hear the rough- 
ness come through. He said, ‘Baloney,’ to me at one point, which 
I thought was quite typical of his manner of speaking.” 

Finally at 5 P.M. my person-to-person call came through. 
Diane’s voice came over, tense with anxiety. “What have you 
got?” she asked. “Everybody has been ringing me. They tell me 
Jim is safe, Jim is in a cave, Jim is here, Jim is there—but we can’t 
find him. Help me. Help me.” The auguish in that voice could 
have carried through to England without wires. 

“Jim has been talking to us, Diane,” I said as gently as I knew 
how. 

She broke down crying. “What—what happened? What did 
he say?” 

When the weeping quieted, I told Diane what was on the 
tape: that Jim was dead and had already passed over to the 
Other Side. I explained to her that J had been in a trance when 
the message came through but that Canon John Pearce-Higgins 
had been with us and had talked with him. 

Diane then told me that she would go on searching for the 
body of Jim—that he must be found. Over and over again all she 
could say was “I want that tape—I want that tape.” I assured 
her that she would have it at the proper time. Diane told me that 
she would come to see me after she left Israel, on her way home 
to the United States. 

I tried to busy myself getting some dinner for Harry, when 
Roy Stemman, a young reporter from Psychic News, arrived. He 
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asked me about the sitting and whether it was true that Bishop 
Pike was dead. I told him what I knew of the bishop’s passing. 

I was sitting in the same chair that I usually occupy during 
séances. We were discussing the possibility that the bishop was 
still alive but unconscious and dying somewhere when suddenly 
I “saw” Jim Pike. He was wearing a light-blue suit. 

I interrupted Roy and motioned to him to be quiet. “Roy, the 
bishop is here, this very minute. He has just told me that 
he climbed up on some rocks and fell. He is dead. There is no 
room for doubt. He is gone.” It was then 8 p.m. Friday, Septem- 
ber 5. 

At 10:30 P.M. the BBC 2 broadcast Oliver Hunkin’s documen- 
tary on Bishop Pike, The Other Side. In his opening announce- 
ment Oliver told his viewers that the film included an interview 
with Bishop Pike, “now lost and presumed dead.” It was appar- 
ent from this announcement that Oliver had accepted our com- 
munication as authentic. 

In the film Jim Pike spoke of his “dead son’s early spirit 
communications through Ena Twigg’s mediumship.” He said that 
he was forced to the conclusion that the physical phenomena 
experienced after his son’s death were genuine and that it was 
“something supematural,” though, “I don’t believe in the super- 
natural,” he said. “If it is happening, it is natural, and if it is not 
happening, ‘supernatural’ doesn’t make it true.” 

Dr. Ian Stevenson came on next and answered a series of ques- 
tions put to him by Oliver Hunkin. Dr. Stevenson said he was 
impressed by the bishop’s accounts of his séances with me. He 
added, “some information might have been in the public do- 
main because Pike is a well-known figure, even in England. But 
there are things which it is very difficult to see how she could 
have learned except by some paranormal process.” 

Well, that program did it. The whole turmoil on the telephone 
began again, just as it had after every TV program. It was the 
same after the Look magazine article, the book The Other Side, 
and the later magazine and newspaper serializations of the book. 
I was driven almost to complete exhaustion by the phone calls 
and letters that came pouring in at that time. It went on for 
months and months. And now it appeared to be starting up all 
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over again, but this has been my life for many years—long before 
Bishop Pike entered it. 

The phone started ringing and never stopped. After midnight 
I crawled into bed. We were barely asleep when the phone rang 
again. Harry picked up the receiver, answered sleepily, and said 
it was New York calling—Dr. Douglas Dean, of the American 
Society for Psychical Research. (I had learned since Bishop Pike 
entered my life never to answer the phone myself. Harry screens 
all callers.) America too wanted to know if I had made contact 
with the bishop. I told Dr. Dean what I knew. Then Dr. Steven- 
son came on the line and listened in. 

At half past two in the morning Rosalind Heywood rang me. 
She told me that Rev. Arthur Ford had been trying to get my 
telephone number from information for two hours and that the 
phone people had refused to give it to him. “He wants you to 
ring him in America,” Rosalind said. 

“I don’t know Arthur Ford,” I replied. We had never met, but 
I knew that he was the minister and medium who had appeared 
with Bishop Pike on television in Canada on the program con- 
ducted by Allen Spraggett. I was tired, and I told Rosalind that 
I was not going to ring Arthur Ford or anyone else at that un- 
earthly hour of the morning. “Tell Arthur Ford if he wants me, 
he will have to ring back at a more appropriate time,” I 
concluded. 

All day Saturday the phone rang with callers wanting to speak 
to me. I waited for Diane to telephone. She had promised to call 
back, and so I dared not shut off the phone. 

On Sunday morning I was in the kitchen cooking when I heard 
one of the spirit voices say, “Switch on your radio.” I turned on 
the kitchen radio, and there was a news flash: “They have just 
discovered Bishop Pike’s body in the desert.” 

I immediately put through a call to Diane. She was resting, 
and I told them not to wake her. At 5 p.m. I called her again. 
Her first words were: “I want that tape. . . . I want that tape.” 

I told her that she could have it later but not now. I did not 
think she could bear hearing it so soon after her husband’s death, 
particularly the part that so vividly portrays his final agony be- 
fore passing. It was so harrowing that I could not bear to listen 
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to it again myself. In my most maternal and ministerial manner 
I repeated firmly that I would see to it that she received the tape 
later, “but you're not having it now.” 

Diane told me that Jim’s body was going to be buried the next 
day in Jaffa and that she was coming to see me in London on 
Tuesday. On Tuesday Diane rang me from the Ambassador Suite 
at Heathrow Airport. She wanted to visit, but we felt she was 
too exhausted and needed time to recover herself. Finally 
Diane said to me, “You won't release any of this story to our 
papers, will you?” 

“The story isn’t told yet, Diane,” I replied. “We only have the 
preliminaries.” 

On Thursday of that week, September 11, the September 13 
issue of Psychic News came out. The entire front page was de- 
voted to the Bishop Pike story and a recap of all the old stories 
about him. The biggest headline of all read: “sisnop prxe’s 
SPIRIT RETURN SOLVES MYSTERY OF HIS DISAPPEARANCE THREE DAYS 
BEFORE HIS BODY IS FOUND.” The paper carried my picture on the 
front page, another story about Jimmy, Jr.’s, suicide and his re- 
turn in our first sittings, the story about the Oliver Hunkin 
broadcast, and so on. 

It really seemed that ever since the day that I first met Jim 
Pike, I was to have no peace from them all—alive or dead. I then 
started receiving a bombardment of phone calls from right, left, 
and center—newspapers, magazines, radio, television—and I said 
to all of them, “No comment!” 

On the night of September 11-12 I was awakened by the sense 
of somebody being in my bedroom. I turned around, and there 
was Jim, standing by the side of the bed. He was almost solid. I 
have never seen a spirit form more clearly. He looked very 
suntanned. He was dressed in a lightish cream- or fawn-colored 
shirt, without a coat, and his sleeves were rolled up. 

I said to him, “Oh, Jim, you have given me a fright.” 

He said, “I had to prove I could do this.” 

I glanced away for a moment to look at the clock on my bed- 
side table. It was 3 A.M. When I looked back, Jim had gone. 

The next word we had about Jim came on September 16 dur- 
ing a sitting with Paul Beard, the President of the College of 
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Psychic Studies. While I was in a trance, a communicator told 
him, “Jim Pike is safely cocooned in the prayers and thoughts of 
people of both worlds and is now resting.” 

We had nothing further until October 6 at 4 P.M. Several emi- 
nent bishops were here, as well as Canon John Pearce-Higgins 
and Rev. Richard Shackell, a friend of Bishop Pike’s from the 
United States. We were sitting here, discussing various aspects 
of the Pike affair, when suddenly I saw the far wall of my living 
room fade out. Slowly it became transformed into a stained-glass 
window. The peculiar thing about it was that the figures in the 
stained glass were neither saints nor the usual religious figures. 
Instead the figures were of contemporary men whom at the time 
I could not identify. 

I turned to the eminent clerics in our living room to see if any 
of them was sharing my vision, but they went on talking as 
though nothing was happening. Sometimes I feel so annoyed 
that other people cannot see what I am seeing or hear what I am 
hearing, since it is so plain to me. Finally I turned to the gentle- 
men, and I described the vision to them, including a description 
of two of the men who were central figures in the window of 
stained glass. 

On the tenth of October a newspaper clipping arrived from 
the United States containing Bishop Pike’s obituary. The story 
included the fact that Bishop Pike had had two windows in- 
stalled in Grace Cathedral, honoring Father Karl Rohner, a 
Jesuit priest, and astronaut John Glenn. This clinched the Octo- 
ber 6 vision in my living room. 

This is the manner in which flashes of awakening conscious- 
ness in Jim’s mind came through for a while, and we felt that we 
would hear from him only indirectly, through his resting period. 
And so the story unfolds. 

On Sunday, October 12, Diane Pike cabled and asked me to 
give the tape to Rev. Richard Shackell, who would deliver it to 
her in California. The cable said: 


1969 ocT. 12 11:28 
ENA Twicc [address and telephone number] 
MANUSCRIPT IN PREPARATION FOR FEBRUARY PUBLICATION TELLS 
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STORY OF ISRAEL WILDERNESS JOURNEY DEATH AND FOLLOWING 
EVENTS COULD INCLUDE REPORT OF YOUR EXPERIENCES OF JIM 
PLEASE ADVISE YOUR WISHES IF AFFIRMATIVE I WILL CALL FOR 
PERSONAL DISCUSSION APPRECIATE YOU HAVING RESPECTED MY 
WISHES IN NOT YET RELEASING DIRECT QUOTATIONS THIS MANU- 
SCRIPT COULD PRESENT ALL CAREFULLY WILL ALSO BE SERIALIZED 
IN MAGAZINE JANUARY AND FEBRUARY HAVE NOT YET RECEIVED 
TAPE AWAIT RETURN CABLE LOVE 
DIANE PIKE 


The next day I replied to Diane by cable that I would send 
the tape by Shackell. Later the same day we had a long conver- 
sation by phone between Santa Barbara and London. Diane 
wanted to use the tape in the book she was writing at the time, 
Search,* which described her and Jim’s ordeal in the desert. I 
told her that she could have the tape but that she must not use 
the story: “No, not yet. The story is only at its beginning.” 

Within a few weeks we received a letter from Richard 
Shackell: 


Dear Ena and Harry, 

Am sending you a tape of Diane’s sermon here last Sunday. 
She heard your tape here four Saturdays ago and remarked on 
how accurate it was. Especially—the ring (she’s wearing Jim’s as 
well as hers and felt a very strong desire to have it when the 
body was found). And “my darling”—a form of affection which 
no one else “received.” 

Life in California has been like entering the 3rd Scene of 
“Peyton Place” (Forsyte Saga). Since arriving home have been 
wildly busy. Met a “Check,” who is great on analysis of person- 
ality via shape, etc., of one’s ears. There is so much we don't 
know. I have been amazed at the numbers who are really in- 
terested in intuitive knowledge but been afraid to acknowledge 
ESP etc. experiences, But cerebral knowledge won’t by itself find 


us peace and creative use of human aggression. 
Love, 


Dick 
* Diane K. Pike (Garden City, N.Y.: Doubleday & Co., Inc., 1970). 
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Writing in the November, 1970, issue of The Ladies’ Home 
Journal,* Diane said: 


I have carefully evaluated the tape recording of a session held 
with Mrs. Ena Twigg of London during the search for him, 
before his whereabouts were known or his death confirmed. At 
that time Jim was apparently in a state of transition—between 
two worlds, so to speak. His body was dead, but he had appar- 
ently not yet gone over to the other side, In that session there 
were sufficient references that corresponded to the circumstances 
of our ordeal and that expressed concerns I knew to be upper- 
most in Jim’s mind at the time of the mishap to enable me to 
affirm that Jim had communicated through Mrs. Twigg. 


A year later the October 9, 1971, issue of Psychic News car- 
ried a story headlined: “sisHop’s WIDOW PRAISES ENA TWIGC’S SE- 
ANCE.” tIt goes on to say: 


Diane, widow of Californian Bishop James Pike, pays belated 
though fulsome tribute to Ena Twigg’s mediumship, Interviewed 
by Psychic, the American bimonthly magazine, she was asked 
about séances conducted after her husband’s death. 

“Have you been able to evaluate them further?” was the 
specific question. 

“It’s a very impressive tape,” said Diane. “I feel that Mrs. 
Twigg was somehow in contact with Jim.” 

She regarded as most outstanding, statements on the tape in 
two places where her husband said with a kind of urgency, 
“They won't be able to find my ring, will they?” 

When Pike’s body was found and she was taken to identify it, 
the left arm was underneath. She told them there should be a 
watch and a wedding ring on that hand. 

When this hand was freed, she saw the ring. Diane could not 
explain her urgent desire, which almost horrified her because it 
sounded so crass. “I would like to have that ring, please.” . . . 
She had already told her brother that she had to have her hus- 
band’s wedding ring. 

The doctor brought all of Jim’s things in a little bag to her. 


* Vol. 87, p. 97. 
+ No. 2053, p. 12. 
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She dug about until she found the ring. Then she put it on her 
left finger next to her wedding band. As Diane did so, she ex- 
perienced a great feeling of relief, as though she had to have 
that ring on her finger. . . . Thus it was not surprising that the 
two references on the tape to the ring were most convincing and 
evidential to her. 

At other séances, Ena obtained pet names the bishop used to 
call her. Though she had received scores of messages from people 
saying that they had heard from her husband, none of them used 
these names. Ena’s mention of them greatly impressed Diane. 


One must remember that Diane did not hear the tape at all, nor 
was she told any of the details recorded on it, until the following 
October—many weeks after she viewed the body and experienced 
the strong desire to have the bishop’s ring. 

Diane came to see me in February, and I gave her two trance 
sittings, on the first and second of the month. We talked a great 
deal about Jim and then about the tape. Diane pointed out to 
me that the last words that Jim had said to her were: “Go on 
your way, calling, “Help me!’” and those were the first words on 
the tape. He called out, “Help me!” about a dozen times. That 
was very evidential too. That was the last I saw or heard from 
Diane Pike until February 12, 1971, when she and her brother 
Scott accompanied a lawyer and a writer who came to see us, 
seeking information for a book they were writing on the bishop. 

It was on June 25, 1970, that Jim Pike came to me and gave 
me the go-ahead to tell his full story. 


20 


A PROPHECY FULFILLED 


Philip’s prophecy that I would one day speak in Southwark Ca- 
thedral was fulfilled on Sunday, January 25, 1970. I was one of 
a panel of four speakers discussing the subject “The World and 
Eternity.” It was an historic happening, for no woman had ever 
been permitted to grace pulpit or platform in an Anglican cathe- 
dral—and I was not only a woman but also a Spiritualist minister. 
My fellow panelists were Paul Beard, President of the College 
of Psychic Studies, Rev. Richard Hall, chairman of the Mysticism 
Committee of the Churches’ Fellowship, and Canon Patrick Mil- 
ler, an avowed opponent of Spiritualism. Canon Pearce-Higgins 
was our chairman. 

I refuse to be defensive about my mediumship because I see 
what I see and I hear what I hear. I have long since passed the 
point where worldly importance, possessions, or power can intimi- 
date me, 

My brother Frank had died the first week in January, and he 
was very much with me that day in the cathedral. In the midst 
of my Christmas preparations, I had seen my granny sitting in 
an armchair in my living room. That was very strange because 
she was the one member of the family on the Other Side who 
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had never appeared to me. She just sat there for about four or 
five hours. When she would not leave, I realized that she had 
come for someone. She had come for Frank. 

“My brother died three weeks ago,” I told the audience in the 
cathedral. “We are not mourning. We know he lives on. Last night 
he came back to me. I saw him. Mediumship is real; it is true. 
It can be a tremendous force for good in the world, and above 
all, mediumship is able to comfort the mourner.” 

Paul Beard described how mediumship works in terms of telep- 
athy. “As minds can make contact when thousands of miles 
apart, so can they communicate when separated by death. The 
process is essentially the same,” he explained. I was particularly 
pleased that he made the point that you cannot put a medium 
in a laboratory and harness psychic powers. Instead, he advised, 
every sitting should be regarded as an experiment. 

Canon Miller, referring to the content of spirit messages, asked, 
“Why don't we hear more about the Father’s will?” 

To which our witty Canon Pearce-Higgins retorted, “Because 
Tm only allowed to preach five times a year,” an answer that had 
the congregation laughing so hard it could not stop. 

Three days later the Canon and I found ourselves booked at 
Moor Park College for a two-day symposium, although we were 
on different panels. His was on “Personal Experiences” and mine 
was on “Survival.” As usual, the Moor Park programs were stud- 
ded with distinguished scholars and speakers of all shades and 
views. My panel had some of the most eminent professors in Eng- 
land: Dr. Watson Fuller, Biophysics Lecturer at the University 
of London; H. H. Price, Professor Emeritus of Philosophy, Oxford 
University, who has served as president of the Society for Psychi- 
cal Research; Antony Flew, Professor of Philosophy at the Univer- 
sity of Keele; and John Hick, Professor of Theology at the 
University of Birmingham. 

An excellent account of the discussion was carried in America 
in Psychic magazine (the April, 1971, issue) and in a number 
of journals in England. Canon Pearce-Higgins, in relating some 
of his own psychic experiences, chose to speak of a case we had 
just worked on together for the Churches’ Fellowship: 
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I received a cable from the secretary of the Churches’ Fellow- 
ship in Vancouver, Canada. A six-year-old girl had disappeared 
mysteriously, An extensive search operation by the police and the 
entire neighborhood failed to locate her. They asked if we could 
do something about it. I got them to send a bow—a little white 
hair bow—and I had Ena psychometrize it. 

Ena was sure the child was dead. She got water—the sea—she 
described Japanese ships, the sand, sailors, and a long dyke—a 
sort of seawall thing. She was hovering all around the area. She 
was hot, getting very hot. Then she said one thing that was most 
helpful: “I get this child—it was a very sudden thing this pass- 
ing—there was no fear—no fear at all. It was just that one minute 
she was here, and the next minute she was gone.” 

Well, they found the body. Ena’s description was dead right 
in every detail. Not far from where Japanese ships were moored, 
the girl’s body was found in two feet of water—under this sea 
wall. 

It appeared that she had left her little playmate at the cross- 
roads and she had been run over by a car. The people had 
picked her up, possibly intending to take her to the hospital. 
Then finding that she was dead, they dumped the body. The 
knowledge that it had been a quick death and not painful or 
suffering was comforting to the parents. 

The previous week Ena had a case of a girl who had disap- 
peared and had been murdered, and she came through in great 
anguish. She had been assaulted, and there was a great amount 
of terror. In the case of the little Canadian girl, when she said, 
“I am getting no terror at all,” you could be quite sure that was 
right and it was a comfort to the parents. Or I hope so. 


The canon and I had had another case that was terribly tragic 
—and one that was quite close to him. It was just a few weeks 
before the case of the little Canadian girl. As the canon relates 
it: 


My daughter had a friend whose parents’ marriage broke up. 
She loved both parents, and she was torn to pieces. The girl fell 
into a depression and a terrible state. Well, she got into the 
hands of a very kind psychoanalyst who lived nearby, and he 
got too emotionally involved with her. She would get up in the 
middle of the night, run over to his house, and recite her hor- 
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rors. Eventually one night she ran out like this, and he said he 
would see her later, since she was due for an official appoint- 
ment at twelve o'clock noon. Her mother, meanwhile, had taken 
a teacher’s training course and was now teaching, so the girl was 
alone in the house. She pulled the couch up to the fire and 
turned the gas pipe on. She was only seventeen. 

Well, the girl had been in and out of our house like another 
daughter. I took the funeral, and it was pretty heartbreaking. I 
waited about six months, Then I got the mother to give me a 
little bit of jewelry that she used to wear, and I went and had 
a sitting with Ena. 

I have never dared play the tape back to the mother because 
Ena got the whole thing—the terrible mental distress, the gas, 
and the child crying, “I don’t, I didn’t want to die. I wanted to 
live. I wanted to get married and I found I had killed my body 
and I couldn’t get back.” 

This was one of the most dramatic sittings I have ever had. 
It’s what I always say about the Jim Pike case. Here was a per- 
son in a terrible emotional state, and Ena went through the whole 
of the trauma. She was dead right—she is always so good; she 
gets it dead right. 


We have been getting the most awful cases—there is so much 
violence. Young people die of drugs, murders, suicides, and of 
course, there are the tragic deaths of the young dying in war. 
It seems to come in cycles. Recently I met a lovely, sensitive 
woman with a beautiful, cultured voice. I felt immediately that 
this woman needed help. Her boy came through and told us he 
had taken a shot of heroin, had a bath, and gone to bed. In the 
morning when his mother went up to give him his tea, she found 
him dead. He was just over sixteen years of age. . . . A wonderful 
American minister and his wife came to see me; their son had 
been murdered by a friend who was under the influence of drugs. 
... A lovely young girl in California, assaulted and murdered. 
... A fine young woman with everything to live for driving off 
a bridge in San Francisco—she had taken diet pills. . . . It used 
to be that most of the young died from automobile accidents; now 
the new killer is drugs. 

Then there are unreasonable requests—sometimes sad and 
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sometimes laughable. A lady in her seventies succeeded in con- 
tacting husbands one, two, and three during her sitting. When 
we were through, I asked her if she was satisfied. She complained, 
“I do think one of them might have told me whether husband 
number four is in the offing and where I might meet him.” 

There was the lawyer who phoned from America for an ap- 
pointment because he needed to gather evidence for a client, and 
the couple who wanted to find the thief who had robbed their 
home. There was the judge—Mr. Slate Eyes, I nicknamed him, 
because he had such cold, cruel eyes—who was so afraid of dying 
that he wanted proof of survival. I told him straight off, “'m not 
going to sit with you anymore. Your motives are wrong. Youre 
getting old and you are afraid to die and you want to prove sur- 
vival so you can stop being afraid.” 

People will go to incredible lengths, travel great distances, for 
some word of comfort and contact with their loved ones. A sitter 
came all the way from Australia, stayed only the day, and re- 
turned home immediately. A beautiful maharani, grieving for her 
deceased husband, sent a message by plane and had it delivered 
by a special messenger. When she cannot come to England, she 
phones from India. A mother whose son was lost when the Ameri- 
can submarine Nautilus disappeared comes from midwestern 
America for comforting. I cite these examples only to emphasize 
how important communication with the Other Side is in helping 
to rebuild broken lives, and at what levels communication with 
the Unseen is valued by responsible and reputable people. 


Air Chief Marshal Lord Dowding died in March, and a splen- 
did memorial service in honor of his “Battle of Britain Victory” 
was held at Westminster Abbey. It was an unprecedented occa- 
sion for a Spiritualist to have services at the abbey. His ashes 
were to be interred under the Battle of Britain Memorial Window 
in the abbey, just beneath a hole pierced in the wall by a frag- 
ment of a German bomb. 

The congregation that gathered for the memorial service in- 
cluded air marshals, representatives of the queen, the queen 
mother, the prime minister, and many distinguished people. A 
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pilot of the Battle of Britain carried Lord Dowding’s ashes, and 
he had a full escort of Battle of Britain veteran pilots. 

As the service began, a vision in glorious color unfolded before 
my eyes. First I saw a formation of airplanes flying past. Then 
Lord Dowding appeared between two vases of roses at the altar, 
at full attention, saluting. He was radiant and looked thirty years 
younger—as he must have looked during the Battle of Britain. 
Then as the organ music soared, hundreds of spirit faces belong- 
ing to former RAF members formed in clouds around him. 

A few weeks later I received a call from Mrs. Ralph Blenham- 
Bull, a dear friend who had just returned from Egypt. Sarah, or 
Pinky, as she is known to all her friends, is the daughter of Lady 
Gordon, famous leader in the animal-welfare movement. Lady 
Gordon founded the Brooke Hospital for Animals shelter in Cairo. 
Pinky came to tea, bringing as a gift a beautiful carved stone from 
the Princess Hatshepsut’s temple, which dates back to the Eight- 
eenth Dynasty, the first great flowering of Egyptian architecture. 
Pinky had a similar stone for herself. 

The stones had great symbolic significance to Pinky because 
both she and her husband, Ralph, a former architect who was 
now on the Other Side, believed that they had had a previous 
incarnation in Egypt during the Eighteenth Dynasty, when Ralph 
had been a noted architect—a fact conveyed to them originally 
by medium Geraldine Cummins in automatic writing. Pinky tells 
me that Ralph has confirmed this reincarnation to her in trance 
sittings with me. In any case, I was very pleased to get the stone. 

Well, we had our tea and a good visit, and when it was time 
for her to leave, Pinky looked about for her temple stone. We 
couldn’t find it. We turned the room upside down, searched all 
over the house; the stone was gone. I had to conclude that it had 
just disappeared. 

Eight weeks later the stone reappeared, sitting right in the mid- 
dle of the room on our tile hearth. I called Pinky and told her 
that her stone was back. We were told in a trance sitting that 
the stone was now endowed with healing properties, so she took 
it home and tried it on a dog with a bad limp. The dog recovered. 
Then she tried it on someone with a bad rash, and that cleared 
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up. The results from the stone’s use bear witness to the truth re- 
vealed in trance. 

In July the Churches’ Fellowship and the Spiritual Frontiers 
Fellowship held their first joint British and American meeting at 
the Kensington Close Hotel. Rev. Paul Higgins, pastor of the 
Richards Street United Methodist Church of Joliet, Illinois, led 
the delegation of fifty-three Americans. For Higgins, the first pres- 
ident of the SFF and one of its founders, this get-together of the 
two fellowships of Britain and America was the fulfillment of a 
long-cherished dream. 

I had a long talk with the Reverend Mr. Higgins, a sensitive 
and compassionate pastor and a gifted healer, about how we 
would handle the demand for private sittings which was sure to 
develop. The conference program featured ten outstanding psy- 
chics as guest speakers, but only one of them was a medium, and 
with just the two of us, I anticipated having our hands full. 

Higgins described the large number of bereaved parents in the 
delegation, some of whom had made great financial sacrifices to 
come to England for the opportunity to sit with a medium and 
openly communicate with their loved ones. Finally he settled on 
a number of families and individual parents who would receive 
sittings. As usual, the Other Side made some changes in the pro- 
gram outlined by Rev. Mr. Higgins. There were those on the 
Other Side so anxious to communicate with their dear ones that 
they opened the doors themselves and arranged matters so they 
could get through. This phenomenon is not unusual, but it often 
is overlooked. The Other Side may be just as eager to communi- 
cate as the bereaved on this side. As for me, in these situations 
I call on my spirit helpers to lead me to those with the greatest 
need. They never fail me. 

Each month seemed to bring new surprises. In September we 
were visited by three senators who came to the house for sittings. 
Two wished to remain incognito. The third was Senator Harold 
Hughes, accompanied by his wife. The senator bravely and 
openly declared his belief in survival and told the press that he 
had sat with mediums and communicated with his dead brother. 
He and his wife signed my guest book. The senator is a member 
of the Spiritual Frontiers Fellowship and belongs to our British 
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Society for Psychical Research. He has spoken in the Reverend 
William Rauscher’s church and for other SFF churches and 
groups. That this man, who is deeply spiritual and a natural psy- 
chic, should find these qualities handicaps instead of assets in 
aspiring toward the Presidency is a sad commentary on our times. 
After all, Abraham Lincoln had a medium sit with him in 
the White House, and George Washington saw visions—and they 
were both great American presidents. 

Rev. Robert Lewis tells this wonderful story about Senator 
Hughes's psychic power: 


We had Senator Hughes and one of his aides to dinner at Bill 
Rauscher’s prior to his speaking to our South Jersey chapter of 
the Spiritual Frontiers Fellowship. After dinner was over, I 
handed him a picture of my grandmother, a picture that had 
allegedly cried real water tears my senior year in a seminary 
when I passed my examination. My grandmother had raised me, 
and we were very close. 

When Senator Hughes. picked this picture up and held it, he 
said this woman had had an awful fall—from a second story. This 
was true: She had fallen down a whole flight of stairs from the 
second story. The senator said she was a woman who he thought 
had had great faith and a wonderful soul. He also said she had 
had a great deal to do with my life. This was all true. My grand- 
mother was a Welsh Baptist and a very religious, prayerful 
woman, and she had a tremendous influence on my background. 
The Welsh are very psychic, and my grandmother and her sis- 
ter were psychic too. I am sure that is why I wanted to enter the 
ministry and have been so interested in the mystical. 

Then the senator described my little wagon and said he saw 
me picking up something black—like coal—and putting it in a box. 
This was also true. Well, that was as vivid as a day in the life 
of my childhood. I had to pick coal because we were very poor, 
and my wagon was a homemade affair, with a boxtop. He told 
me other things about our family and myself—all of which were 
true. It was a very spontaneous thing, and I would say the senator 
has great psychic powers. 


Within two weeks after the senators’ visits, I came home from 
shopping one day, got off the bus with my bundles, and found 
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an elderly lady sitting on our dividing wall. She said, “Im your 
sitter.” Well, I hadn’t expected her, but there was nothing to do 
but invite her in. 

There had been a misunderstanding. Rosalind Heywood had 
telephoned and asked me to see a friend. I suggested she have 
her friend call me. A lady rang just afterward and asked for an 
appointment. I asked her to ring back at five o'clock, since I was 
going out just then. The caller had misunderstood what I said 
about phoning back and had just come over by taxi. 

Of course, I did not know who she was. It is easier to work 
on what I call virgin soil. The sitting went very well, and the 
lady asked if she could see me again. We made another appoint- 
ment, and during the second sitting I was in a trance. After the 
session the lady told me she was Mrs. Frances Bolton, and she 
signed the guest book. 

Mrs. Bolton, who it turned out is the former congresswoman 
from Ohio, told Ruth Brod when interviewed later in Washing- 
ton, D.C., that she had been pressed to see a medium by Eileen 
Garrett, the great American medium who had headed the Para- 
psychology Foundation. Eileen had died on September 15, 1970. 
Mrs. Bolton and Mrs. Garrett had been close friends, and Mrs. 
Bolton has been an important financial patroness of the foun- 
dation. 

“Eileen Garrett had been dead only a week when she communi- 
cated through Ena Twigg,” Mrs. Bolton told Ruth. “Apparently 
she was very anxious to reach me before I left England and came 
home to America. I had two sittings. Mrs. Twigg was in a trance 
during the second one. They were very evidential, and I knew 
it was she. All her mannerisms, the way she talked—I was sure 
it was Eileen. She was very concerned about the work and the 
foundation—she wanted to make sure it would go on.” 

Mrs. Bolton had developed her interest in the psychic in early 
girlhood, an interest she shared with her father. Her father had 
known Mme. Blavatsky and Annie Besant and had a large library 
on Theosophy. Young Frances used to climb up on a stepladder 
to read these books and others on metaphysical subjects, which 
were put away on the very top shelf. Once when her father was 
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leaving for their Florida home, he told her that he believed in 
survival: “Nothing is ever wasted in the universe.” 

Years later Frances met Eileen Garrett, and their friendship re- 
kindled Mrs. Bolton’s interest in the psychic and in mediumship. 
“Eileen Garrett helped me tremendously,” Mrs. Bolton said. 
“Sometimes when I would go to the well of Congress, I hardly 
knew what it was I said until I read it in the Congressional Rec- 
ord. My words seemed to come from another world.” 

It is a matter of historical record that Mrs. Bolton cast the de- 
ciding vote for the 1941 Lend-Lease-Act, a measure that was so 
helpful to Britain in its darkest hours during the war. It was one 
of Eileen’s guides that helped Mrs. Bolton reach the decision to 
support President Franklin D. Roosevelt and vote for Lend-Lease 
rather than against it, as other Republicans did. 

It seemed to be the week for mediums on the Other Side to 
communicate. Harry and I visited Hannen Swaffer’s home circle, 
in which Maurice Barbanell serves as medium, in honor of Syl- 
via and Barbie's thirty-eighth wedding anniversary, which fell on 
the following day. Unexpectedly I went into a trance, and Helen 
Hughes gave us the longest spirit communication we have had 
from her since she passed. 

Helen set everyone laughing when she told the eleven sitters 
that “your job is to teach people how to live. Then we can deal 
with them when they die.” 

There were many personal messages, including congratulations 
for the anniversary couple. Then Helen said, “Being dead isn’t 
easy. It’s like going back to school because you have a lot to learn. 
. . . It’s jolly hard work. If you think you only have to work while 
you have a body on earth, then you don’t know what’s coming 
to you.” Helen concluded with her blessing: “I ask the greatest 
power of all to take the offerings of your hearts, hands, minds, 
and efforts, that they may be blessed and the results flow for the 
good of mankind.” 

The tempo of change is quickening. For the past few years I 
have been taking part in churches’ conferences, but now invita- 
tions have been coming in from teachers’ training colleges, from 
universities, from all sorts of schools with their arms out, saying, 
“Come talk to us.” The intellectuals who were scoffing a short 
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time ago are now saying, “Come and talk to us,” or, “Can we 
come talk to you?” 

To me this is very significant and important, and these are the 
invitations that I am accepting because this is the way we can 
reach young minds that have not become rigidly fixed in certain 
ways of thinking. This couldn’t have happened a few years ago. 

Last year I was working with a talented group of people who 
were producing a forty-five-minute special program called 
“Things Unseen” for London Weekend Television. I had the 
whole program to do, and it required many meetings as they re- 
searched the subject. I could see that they were skeptical at the 
beginning, but as the weeks went by and they listened to the tape 
recordings of the Bishop Pike communication and other materials, 
the skepticism was visibly melting away. I told them, “Nothing 
is going to stop this now; it has gone too wide, too deep, and 
too far. At last the message of the other world is beginning to 
have an impact.” 


vb 


CONCLUSION 


What are we proving through mediumship? The survival of indi- 
vidual personality after death? Certainly. But the implications of 
that fact are staggering and should affect every facet of living. 
We are happy to be used to comfort the bereaved, to give them 
evidence of survival; for if you comfort one bereaved person, giv- 
ing him or her an insight into the intercommunication that is pos- 
sible between the two worlds, he feels a sense of responsibility. 
The effects of his new thinking will affect other people in ever- 
widening circles of enlightenment. 

We try to stand the bereaved on their feet and say, “Go on 
and use this knowledge.” The quicker I can work myself out of 
a job, the happier I am. I do not let people use mediumship as 
a prop; it must be a challenge. There are a number of people 
I see about once a year who sit as a matter of courtesy to the 
Other Side. We at least give the Other Side an opportunity to 
talk to us. But there is no compelling force about this; the sitters 
are not dependent. I have dear friends who come from New Zea- 
land once every four or five years, and they are able to pick up 
where they left off at their last sitting with their loved ones. 

People try to tie sensitives to a wheel of continual evidence. 
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It is essential in the first place that people receive evidence, but 
after that there is a whole wealth of information about many sub- 
jects that can be gained by using mediumship at other levels. The 
purpose of communication is to give people an idea of their true 
identity and the true purpose of living. 

We are trying to bring people to an understanding that they 
are not just flesh and bones capable of looking and seeing. The 
five senses go beyond that. We are much, much more, and we 
all have a spark of divinity within us. The more we function on 
a higher level of consciousness, the more attuned we become to 
the higher forces. Our purpose is to make men spiritually aware. 

I see this as the death of a certain era—the death of an age. 
Science has done its best and its worst, without solving many of 
the world’s problems. In some respects it has compounded them. 
Admittedly men can now go to the moon, and some of them are 
even intelligent enough to try ESP experiments in telepathy on 
their trip. Nobody has solved the problems of the hungry millions, 
however; nobody has been able to break down the barrier be- 
tween color, class, and creed. This has got to come. This is a nec- 
essary step. 

And if you are wondering how you can help to cure the ills 
of the world, I will share with you a lesson I was taught during 
some of my out-of-body experiences. I saw two enormous black 
mountains, and between the two mountains I saw a man with 
his head in his hands. It was an absolutely dreadful and depress- 
ing sight. And I said to the spirit who was with me, “What’s the 
matter with him?” 

And the spirit answered, “He has made himself those two 
mountains. They are Doubt and Greed, and until he adjusts, he 
will not see that there is any light at all.” And I saw the people 
on the Other Side who were sending out their thoughts to this 
lost soul so that he might see light again. 

And again, I was shown a group of people—about two hundred. 
And my spirit communicator said, “Look at them!” I looked, and 
a sadder, more unhappy lot of people I’ve seldom seen. 

“What’s the matter with them?” I asked. 

“We will send thought to them so that their present situation 
can be remedied. All of us will send out these thoughts so that 
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they will turn to a new understanding,” And as I watched, I saw 
these lights like tiny gold wires being sent to those unhappy peo- 
ple who were in a very gray and dismal state. After a little while 
I saw tiny diamonds of light over the heads of those people, and 
as the lights settled over their heads, I watched the enlightened 
detach themselves from the remaining mass of selfish people and 
gradually draw closer to those from the Other Side who had been 
concentrating their good thoughts on them. 

Thought can affect governments. If only we could catch a mo- 
ment, two minutes, half an hour, such as the concern the world 
felt for the American astronauts when they were trying to find 
their way back to earth! And what is prayer but thought rightly 
directed? So whether the people knew it or not, they were invit- 
ing and asking God to bring the astronauts safely back to earth 
if it was His will. This is the conditional thing. Then the astro- 
nauts were safe, and everybody breathed again, but the very next 
day everybody was back with their own selfish concerns, their 
games, and their cars. For a moment, though, the world had been 
one. 

If the men and women in the world would stop and catch their 
breath and just think of something other than themselves, if they 
could for a moment think and feel that they were one with every 
other person, plant, animal, mountain, stream, star in the sky, then 
we could banish wars, prejudice, and poverty. That is what we 
are here for—to find a real brotherhood of man. 

The next step is to rid the world of all misconceptions and mis- 
trusts, of war and the instruments of war, and of people who get 
rich through making instruments of war. I see the turmoil in 
which we are living as man’s efforts to cleanse himself and find 
something of value. He doesn’t want a label—Muslim, Hindu, 
Christian, Jewish, black, white, yellow, or brown. He wants to 
say, “I am a human being—and I am part of God.” Man needs 
to free himself from the bonds that he has created for himself. 
Out of all this turmoil will come our new age—the Age of Aquar- 
ius. I believe it has already begun. 

I believe that the unrest of the young is an indication of their 
rejection of standards that the average person has accepted as 
the norm. I believe they are trying to find something of value. 
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They are searching for a higher level of consciousness, and now 
many are turning to God—a God without labels, for the young 
don’t want or need them. And these are the people I am looking 
to for the future. Youth wants to know. And youth wants secu- 
rity, not in terms of a nice house, a car, a fur coat, but in terms 
of receiving and giving unselfish love. 

And I would like to say to the young people who may read this 
book, the young people who are looking for answers but some- 
times don’t know how to ask the questions or what questions to 
ask—start first with the profound Eastern one: “I am. Who am 
I? What am I?” Meditate and think. Read the many excellent 
books on these subjects. Find the places where you can pursue 
your research; form or join groups where these things can be dis- 
cussed and debated and where experiments can be carried out 
under the right conditions. Study the works of great minds who 
have investigated this subject and who have found it all to be 
the truth. 

I know many young people who are fascinated with psychic 
phenomena, but I would caution them to avoid those trifling and 
sometimes absurd ways of making contact which are extremely 
dangerous, like table-tilting, Ouija boards, alphabet experiments 
with glasses. I beg of you to go about this the right way. There 
always have been and will be in every generation some people 
who are born with a workable degree of psychic perception. 
Many will have it to a certain level, but in whatever degree one 
has it, the gift has to be cultivated and polished. Truth, accuracy, 
and dedication are absolutely essential and vital. 

If you must try experimenting, very useful work can be done 
in the elementary stages with psychometry. A group of people 
put various objects on a tray. Nobody in the room must know 
to whom these objects belong or anything about their history. 
Turn on a tape recorder. Then each one in the group picks up 
an object and reels off what comes immediately into his head 
without thinking about it consciously. Later play the tape back 
to the people who put the objects on the tray and check the hits 
and misses. This is a very good means of finding out which peo- 
ple have a degree of sensitivity which can be developed and wid- 
ened. Many people have latent psychic abilities that may be 
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covered over by life or circumstances, but given the right under- 
standing and encouragement, they can be developed. 

But do not be misled or too preoccupied with psychic phe- 
nomena. Psychic phenomena are only important if they lead you 
to spiritual searching and growth. The average person, living at 
ordinary levels of concern about how much money is in the bank, 
is disregarding the most important part of his inner nature. We 
are spirit, mind, and body—in that order and not the reverse—and 
it is the spirit that is the God essence that will live on. God help 
anyone who denies this, for we will all pass on, and then we will 
find that we are still ourselves and that our souls are the sum 
total of our characters—of our lives here and our lives before. 
The only part a person loses is the earthly part that has been 
so concerned with its acquisitions and its appetites. And whether 
you accept this and believe it or not, it won't matter; you can’t 
die for the life of youl 

The thing that we should be striving to teach young people is 
how to think positively and constructively, how to think on all 
the beauty of the world. For we all co-create the universe with 
God. 

I believe that the deaths we die in this body are the first of 
many deaths. I believe that in the larger world on the Other Side 
we go through a gradual process of cleansing, and as we get ready 
to shed each negative part of our natures, so we become more 
and more conscious of how much more there is that we have to 
work for. We leave part of self behind—self-absorption and self- 
interest—and gradually become more and more enlightened. 

I have been told by that beautiful spirit Sally (Rosamond Leh- 
mann’s daughter) that it is like archways of light. As you pass 
through each to the next archway, you become conscious of 
stronger light ahead, which stimulates you to go through the next 
archway. Beyond each archway there is ever-greater light and 
ever-greater understanding. It brings you back to a universal reli- 
gion. We are all linked together, searching for God. There is a 
beautiful old Indian proverb that says, “God breathed out, and 
man was created. God breathed in, and man began his journey 
back to his source.” 
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INTRODUCTION 


One of the great obstacles that has to be surmounted in writing 
about the lifework of a medium and minister is the confidentiality 
of the material and its highly personal nature. Mrs. Twigg will 
not under any circumstances divulge the confidences of her sit- 
ters. This material belongs to them. 

It has therefore been necessary to get both permission and ac- 
tive cooperation from the many grateful clients who have sent 
their tape recordings of sittings, their notes, and their evaluations 
to us for inclusion in this work. We are grateful to them for their 
cooperation and effort. We believe that they are making a valu- 
able contribution to the annals of psychic research and that they 
are furthering the understanding of the unique role of medium- 
ship. 

R. H. B. 
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THE OTHER SIDE ACTS 


There are many cases of the Other Side forcing action—the oc- 
currence of paranormal phenomena or disturbances to impel 
someone to seek a medium and thereby open communication. 
This was the case with Bishop Pike’s son, Jim—the boy caused 
a great deal of poltergeist activity until the bishop in desperation 
came to Mrs. Twigg. The following are examples of this phe- 
nomenon. 


THE RETURN OF BERT LAHR 


The beloved comedian Bert Lahr fell ill in 1967 while making 
a motion picture and was taken to a New York hospital with in- 
fluenza. It was not considered a serious illness, and when he died 
thirteen days later at the age of seventy-two, his devoted wife, 
Mildred Lahr, was prostrated with grief. 

“T almost had a nervous breakdown,” Mrs. Lahr confided. “And 
then to make everything worse, these frightening things began 
to happen. About twelve times three months after his death the 
bed would shake, and I knew it was he. It frightened me to death. 
Then it got worse and worse. There was one night it was so bad 
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I had to hold myself on the side of the mattress to keep from 
falling out of bed. All I could say is the Our Father and close 
my eyes because I was so panicky. 

“I couldn’t tell anyone about it because they would have 
thought I was crazy. I was sure it was Bert. Finally I told my 
daughter, but I never mentioned it to my son, John. I told Ena 
Twigg afterwards when I was visiting some friends in London. 
My John went to Oxford, so it is like a second home to me there. 
I went back and forth a lot. I didn’t tell Ena the first time, but 
I did the second time. You know she won't let you talk. You have 
to sit there and listen. 

“The first time, I walked in there cold, and it was a miracle 
she even saw me. Ena wasn’t seeing people then. This was in 
October, right after the Bishop Pike thing, and she had piles of 
letters on her desk, almost to the ceiling. But her friend Rosamond 
Lehmann called for me. I got her telephone number from the 
Association for Research and Enlightenment. Rosamond called 
Harry, Ena’s husband, and finally they gave me an appointment. 
They did not know who I was or anything about me. 

“I've seen Ena twice: October, 1969, and June 16, 1970. Both 
times I’ve had wonderful contact. It’s a great loss without Bert, 
but Ena has made life livable since then. 

“There was a day last September [1970] when I’d gone to a 
party and I blacked out. I had been having a little trouble with 
my heart, and I was sitting in bed, feeling sorry for myself, feel- 
ing blue. I just felt his arm go around me and it picked me up 
and I realized I wasn’t really alone—Bert was there. 

“At the first two-hour session Mrs. Twigg told me, ‘This man 
is very humorous in his responses,’ which would be characteristic 
of Bert. There were many little things that no one in the world 
knew. . . . He told Ena that we have been married twenty-five 
years, which we were, and that he always gave me red roses, 
which he did—all things that she could never have known in a 
million years. 

“In a drawer in my closet I had the second pair of Bert’s false 
teeth. He said to get rid of those teeth in the drawer in my closet. 
Isn’t that wonderful! Now, no one in the world knows I have those 
teeth in there, I haven't had the courage to throw them away. 
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“Bert told me at the first sitting that he didn’t want to leave 
me and that he was frightened when he went over. He said he 
went into this large, large area like a huge room, and he didn’t 
know what to do. He was frightened and panicky. He met some 
of his friends, spirit friends. I asked him who he was with and 
who he met. He was with my mother and his mother. 

“Bert knew I was very worried about our daughter, who was 
having a great deal of unhappiness in her marriage. Bert said that 
Jane was a beautiful girl and called her his baby, which was very 
typical. He said she had beautiful hands and she should use them 
working on soap. He really meant sculpture, but I understood 
it because he had done a scene in a beauty parlor and a girl was 
sculpting in soap and our daughter is quite talented as a sculp- 
tress. He advised me not to press Jane about her marriage but 
to just let her have the key to the apartment and let her come 
back whenever she wants to. 

“Bert liked John’s book about him, Notes on a Cowardly 
Lion [*], but he said he thought it could have been longer. There 
had been some discussion about cuts with the editors. 

“The second time I saw Mrs. Twigg was when I went to Eng- 
land to help a friend who had lost her husband. While I was there 
the friend’s sister Olga died. Olga had been going with a man 
named David. It was two or three days after her death that I 
had my second sitting with Ena. A girl’s voice kept trying to get 
through, Ena told me. ‘Do you know anyone named David?’ she 
asked. 

“Mrs. Twigg said the woman wanted to tell David that she 
loves him very much but that she was so sick before she died 
of a liver condition that she couldn’t tell him. It had to be Olga’s 
David, because there was no one else in the world who would 
have known this. 

“Then my mother came through, calling the name Helen. I told 
Mrs. Twigg that Helen is my sister, and she gave me a message 
from my mother for her. 

“My life is more livable today, and I don’t feel so terribly alone. 
I’ve been able to pick up my work and my charity work. I never 
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felt sorry for widows before, but I'll tell you, my heart bleeds 
for them now. 

“During the second sitting I asked Bert why he had frightened 
me so, and he replied through Mrs. Twigg that he just wanted 
me to know that he was there and that he is always here and 
taking care of me. Also during this sitting—I guess Ed Sullivan 
would have been surprised if I ever told him this—Bert said to 
say hello to Ed Sullivan. 

“But the most wonderful thing of all that happened was that 
when Bert told me he was with some of the family, I asked him 
if he had seen Mercedes, his first wife, who has been dead for 
some time. And Bert said No, and anyway, he told me, I was 
the one, I was his love. He said hell be waiting for me when 
I take my step.” 

John Lahr sent Ena Twigg a copy of his book about his father, 
inscribed, “Thank you for being so nice to my mother.” 


SURVIVAL EVIDENCE 
FROM 
EDGAR CAYCE AND DAVID KAHN 


David Kahn first met Edgar Cayce at the age of fifteen in Lex- 
ington, Kentucky. Despite their differences in age and back- 
ground, a lifelong friendship developed between the two, and 
through the years they were destined to play significant roles in 
each other's lives. In a trance reading, Cayce said that he and 
David had been closely associated with the Temple in ancient 
Egypt in a previous reincarnation and that this in part accounted 
for their almost immediate attachment—a bond that grew with 
the years and seems to have endured beyond death. 

David Kahn prospered and became a successful businessman. 
He helped to found the Association for Research and Enlighten- 
ment and the Edgar Cayce Foundation, thus making it possible 
for the clairvoyant to give all of his time to his trance healing 
work, 

David's wife, Lucille Kahn, who was enjoying a promising pro- 
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fessional career on the stage, playing opposite such important ac- 
tors as Otis Skinner and Lionel Barrymore, gave up the theater, 
as suggested during a Cayce reading, and she too devoted her 
considerable talents to the association (the ARE). She has been 
a most effective president, program chairman, board member, and 
hostess for the many outstanding scientists, philosophers, and re- 
searchers who are interested in Cayce, parapsychology, and the 
metaphysical. 

Just before his death in his seventies a few years ago, David 
completed the writing of his book, My Life with Edgar Cayce.* 

“David and I had agreed,” Lucille explained, “that whichever 
one of us would cross the barrier first, the other would take down 
at the last moments any thoughts or visions that might be 
verbalized. David had always said that it was his ‘intent and pur- 
pose’ upon passing, if it was possible, to break through. He would 
do so; he wanted to prove survival. 

“Just before he went into coma, he said to me, “Take it down!’ 
Then in a far-off voice unlike his own, a voice that seemed 
to emanate from some other realm, he said, “Tell them it is true— 
there is a life after death.’ 

“After David’s interment in Lexington, Kentucky, one son 
and I came back to New York, to the house in which we had been 
living for twenty-four years. My other son and family returned to 
their home in Atlanta. Dick’s wife and children were in the house 
to greet us. The following morning about six a.m. our gas heater, 
which was automatic, came up. This morning, for the first time 
in all those years, it was accompanied by a banging on the 
radiators. It was so loud and insistent that I got up and went to 
the next room and then to the next floor and then up and down 
all five floors and finally to the basement. All the radiators were 
banging away. The noise was loud and insistent. I looked at the 
furnace. Everything seemed to be in order, and I was perplexed, 
to say the least. 

“Finally Dick came down and asked, “What's up?” 

“I replied that I did not know. He suggested I call the furnace 
man, which I did. His answering service said that he would call 
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the moment he came in. Throughout the day the banging con- 
tinued off and on, and finally at one time my daughter-in-law 
Judy said, ‘You know, sometimes it sounds almost like a code.’ I 
agreed—and I began to be conscious of that. 

“That evening at seven p.M. Dick came home from his office. 
The telephone rang, and Dick answered it. Just at that moment 
there came from the basement a shrieking, earsplitting sound 
that really was painful and frightening. One had the feeling that 
an explosion was imminent. I rushed down from the first floor 
to the basement, Dick after me, and as I reached the bottom step, 
I realized it wasn’t the furnace but the washing machine. It was 
doing a jig, jumping all over the floor, and it seemed ready to 
tear itself apart. Of course, I pushed the dial, and everything 
stopped. 

“Dick said, “What is it?’ 

“The machine had a light load of laundry—some of David’s 
things we had brought back from the hospital. Suddenly I was 
just overcome, and I said, ‘Okay, Dave, you made it and I am 
glad, but don’t be so noisy about it.’ It must have been building 
up in me all day, and at that moment I felt that Dave 
had broken through. 

“The next day when the repairmen came, the one gave the 
heater a clean bill of health. There was nothing wrong with it 
that day or for the remaining months in which I lived in 
the house. As for the washing machine, the repairman explained 
that one can throw a machine out of balance with too light a load 
as with too heavy a one. That seemed sensible and valid. After 
the machine was repaired, I tested it by putting in the same light 
load, and the cycle was completed without incident. I repeated 
the test with another light load without a repetition of any of 
the strange behavior it had exhibited previously. 

“I had never been really interested in Spiritualism, but I was 
familiar with the literature and had even taken a course under 
Dr. Gardner Murphy, ‘A Survey in Psychical Research,” which 
included a study of the Cross-Correspondence purportedly car- 
ried on by the founders of the British Society for Psychical 
Research to prove their survival after death. In spite of 
my familiarity with this information, I came to no conclusion 
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about survival. I was concerned and interested, but I was more 
interested in the metaphysical. This is what makes the events I 
have just related and the experience I had with Ena Twigg all 
the more impressive. 

“Shortly after these events the ARE embarked on a trip around 
the world to meet the great leaders in parapsychology and 
metaphysics in Europe, Asia, and Australia. I was persuaded to 
go; David and I had planned to make the trip together. Our first 
stop was London. There we enjoyed an all-day symposium with 
outstanding healers and mediums. Without my knowing any- 
thing about it, someone in our group asked Ena Twigg, who had 
been a speaker on our program, if she would be willing to give a 
sitting to a member of the party who had recently been bereaved. 
After I was told, I hesitated for a moment, then talked to Hugh 
Lynn Cayce, and he urged me to do it. So I went up to 
Mrs. Twigg and thanked her for offering to do so. 

“I think it is important to point out that no one in the entire 
party knew of the incidents surrounding the strange behavior of 
our heater and washing machine. The book had not yet been 
published, and no one outside of my own immediate family and 
David’s coauthor, Will Oursler, had any knowledge of the epi- 
sode. 

“After the evening’s lecture Ena Twigg got up and motioned 
to me. We went out into the lobby of the hotel, and there I ran 
into Doctor Herbert Puryear, a psychologist who heads the edu- 
cation department of the ARE. I asked him if he would come 
up and take notes. So we went up to Ruben Miller’s room and 
Ena Twigg sat down and J asked her, ‘How do I work with you? 
Do you go into trance?” 

“‘Not the first time,’ she replied. 

“I always think of her as if she were a bird. She is a very chirpy 
person. She asked me for something that belonged to David, and 
for a moment I couldn’t think of anything. Then I remembered 
that just before I left, I had taken a very tiny billfold that be- 
longed to Dave. It was so thin I thought it might be useful, and 
I put it in my purse. Well, I handed her that. 

“Almost instantly she put her head to one side, like a sparrow, 
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with her ear turned upwards, and said, “What did you say? What 
did you say? 

“‘Oh, he passed quickly! A man of great integrity and truth, 
she said, ‘he knew Cayce before this organization was developed. 
He was methodical in writing... - 

“Then there was a statement from Dave: ‘I want to tell you, 
darling, it’s a hundred percent true. . . . You are a cornerstone 
of the foundation. . . . It’s true about life after death... . It 
was Ena’s voice, but it seemed to be David speaking. Then Ena 
Twigg gave me a whole string of facts—some of which I repeated 
in the epilogue to David’s book, My Life with Edgar Cayce. 

“David said through Ena Twigg: ‘I want to tell you something. 
Immediately when I finished with my body, I thought I must 
get back to tell them it is true. . . . Don’t cry. This is God’s work 
in action. I'll never let you go. I'm helping you put the papers 
together.’ 

“Somewhere towards the end of the reading her whole per- 
sonality suddenly changed. She put her hands to her ears and 
cried out, ‘What is itP What is itP Noise! Noise!’ and her voice 
went higher and higher and higher. This whole crescendo was 
going on, and then suddenly she took both hands, pushed them 
down on the table next to her chair. She said, ‘It’s moving! It’s 
moving! Bang! Bang! Bang!’ and held the table down with all of 
her strength. She was recapturing everything that had hap- 
pened in the house two months before. 

“I said, “Well, Dave, what are you trying to prove?” 

“David answered, “To prove that I was there. I was trying to 
give you my name.’ And he said, ‘This is a breakthrough, and I 
want you to promise that when you go back, you will restart 
psychic activities because I want to give you an experience. This 
is the breakthrough; watch the next step. I tried to make some- 
thing move in the bedroom. Would you have been surprised if I 
had appeared?’ 

“I felt that survival was something that Dave passionately 
wanted to prove; it was something that was building up in him 
all of his life, and we had talked endlessly about the work that 
had been done by the British Society for Psychical Research. 
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We had always planned to follow out something called the 
combination-lock test and register our key words with Dr. Ian 
Stevenson, but then David became ill so suddenly that we never 
got to do it. 

“Edgar Cayce came through and discussed the affairs of the 
ARE with Doctor Puryear, but I was in no condition to follow 
that conversation, for while Ena was reenacting the whole epi- 
sode, making all the noise, it was as if Dave had once again come 
through. It was a shattering experience. 

“When we got back from our fascinating trip, which had taken 
us through India, the Fiji Islands, and all the way to Australia, 
I had very little time or opportunity to pursue communication 
with David, for I had to help Will Oursler finish David’s book. 
Then I had to dismantle and sell the huge house on East Eight- 
ieth Street, sorting out the jumble of papers he had left, and I 
had to find a new home. It was a nerve-racking, difficult time. 

“Then David’s book appeared, and the publishers and the ARE 
asked me to speak before their groups across the country and on 
radio and TV to stimulate interest and the sale of the book. 
Wherever I went, the last two chapters of the book, in which I 
tell the story of the phenomena and my sitting with Ena 
Twigg, seemed to be what interested both audiences and inter- 
viewers the most. I was asked endless questions about my per- 
sonal experience and many questions about the whole subject of 
survival. I was grateful to the British founders of Psychical Re- 
search and the Gardner Murphy course, to Dr. Ian Stevenson’s 
work on reincarnation, and the many other books I had read on 
the subject. 

“When I returned from the tour, the ARE asked me to make 
another swing through the country, covering the southern states, 
and in addition, to teach a course on survival. And that is what 
I did in 1971. 

“Everyone who knew David Kahn knew that he was a man of 
great energy, determination, indomitable will, and courage. He 
believed deeply in the Cayce readings, in God, in biblical truth, 
and in the brotherhood of man. He believed in the survival of 
the soul, and he wanted to prove it. I think he has.” 
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ROSAMOND LEHMANN AND SALLY 


When love is there and the conditions are right, there is no 
limit to the store of information which can be gained, accumu- 
lated, and built up over a period of time between sitter, a sensi- 
tive, and a loved one on the Other Side. It is a three-way 
communication. Ena has just such a relationship with one of Eng- 
land’s finest novelists, Rosamond Lehmann, and her daughter, 
Sally. She can sit with Rosamond and has been doing so over 
the years since they first met in 1959. Ena goes into a trance, and 
Rosamond and her daughter, Sally, can talk backward and for- 
ward—as naturally as if she were here in the room—because they 
mutually trust one another. There is complete sympathy and com- 
plete trust, and consequently anything can happen. 

Sally can get through to Ena now so easily that she often comes 
even when Rosamond isn’t there when she is concerned about 
her mother or wishes to get some message through to her. This 
is the mutual trust that has been built up between the three: the 
communicator, the sensitive, and the recipient. 

Rosamond comes from a literary family. Her father was an 
editor of Punch and a writer of light verse as well as a Liberal 
member of parliament. She has written a number of best-selling 
novels—The Ballad and the Source, Dusty Answer, Invitation to 
the Waltz, The Weather in the Streets, The Echoing Grove—a 
number of short stories, and a play. But I am sure that the one 
book that has had the most important impact on many lives and 
will live forever is The Swan in the Evening: Fragments of an 
Inner Life,* a classic and beautifully told recital of her spiritual 
unfolding after Sally’s death and her discovery that Sally sur- 
vives and lives on. 

“Rosamond and Sally are beloved friends,” Ena often says. 
“They have enriched my life, and I am happy to lend my voice 
and body to this enchanting young woman so that she can con- 
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tinue to communicate with her mother.” Here is Rosamond and 
Sally’s story, told by Rosamond. 

“It was my dear friend Cynthia Sandys who first suggested that 
I go to a medium. My beloved daughter, Sally, had taken the 
ferry on Midsummer’s Eve in 1958. She was in Java with her hus- 
band—they had been married less than eighteen months. They 
wanted a different life from most young married couples. They 
wanted to have adventure; they wanted to go abroad and learn 
about other lands and other people. I remember how my heart 
used to sink at the very mention of the word ‘Java’ (I suppose 
it was precognitive ), but there was a vacancy there in the British 
Council, and Patrick and Sally went out there to live. He was to 
teach languages. 

“I didn’t know she was sick—it all happened so cruelly fast. I 
had just returned from the Isle of Wight, where I had been work- 
ing on the decorations of the new house that I had built for Sally 
and Patrick and was preparing as a gift for them—a place they 
could return to, a refuge always waiting for their children. I got 
home to London, and there was the cable telling me to come 
and another cable telling me, ‘DoN’T COME—SALLY HAS GONE FOR- 
EVER. It was polio—such a short illness. 

“I can’t talk about the ensuing days and nights. There are no 
words there. There never will be. But the third night I began to 
have these extraordinary breakthrough experiences, and all I 
could say to my son, Hugo, and my sisters was ‘She is here, she 
is here, she is alive.” They thought I had gone mad, that I'd had 
a complete breakdown from grief. 

“I have never been and have not become what is called a reli- 
gious person—at least, not in any orthodox theological or church- 
going sense. At the time of Sally’s death, while remaining 
theoretically open-minded, I had finally cut myself off from any 
form of spiritual search. Those to whom I looked up were almost 
to a man, to a woman, if not bigoted atheists, then confirmed 
rationalists, humanists, materialists, agnostics. 

“So it was very surprising to me to have the feeling that Sally 
was alive. . . that she was with me. Although I didn’t actually 
see her, I sensed her. And so I began to think that death wasn’t 
at all what I thought and that as I knew I couldn't live without 
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her, I was going to live with her on another plane. Now this was 
an entire, complete, overwhelming shock to me. I didn’t know 
how to deal with it. But I just went on talking to her. I could say 
that I went through her death with her because I knew she was 
in great confusion and darkness because she was so agitated and 
hadn’t expected to die any more than I had expected her to die. 
A fortnight after that I went into the country, and I had the great 
mystical experience that I described in my book, The Swan in 
the Evening. 

“A fortnight after Sally's death a friend drove me to Oxford- 
shire to spend the weekend with close friends. The evening of 
our arrival was spent in talking about Sally. They all loved her 
dearly. I began to feel, somewhere in my being, a tremor of relief 
and reassurance because they appeared to believe me, genuinely 
to believe me, when I went on insisting that I knew she was not 
dead, that she was near me, as much alive as ever. 

“But I could not mention the phenomena which underlay my 
urgent insistence on Sally’s livingness. . . . They were physically 
and yet not physically experienced. For instance, on, I think, the 
third night as I lay half awake, I was lifted up, lifted on huge 
pinions out of my mortal dungeon; or perhaps a better descrip- 
tion would be that a great breath from a giant bellows lifted me. 
I had Sally by the hand, and we took a great leap together. An- 
other night I thought that someone invisible brought her and laid 
her quietly beside me in bed. I didn’t see her or speak to her, 
but an extended sense of touch informed me that she was lying 
beside me for some time. 

“During that weekend, one afternoon my friends went out for 
a walk, leaving me to rest on my bed. Suddenly a clear, high- 
pitched vibration like the twang of a harp string crossed my ears. 
I thought: This again. . . . What is itP I remembered that I had 
heard it before, very soon after the news came. But this time 
instead of being transitory, the sound settled into a strong rising 
and sinking hum, like the sound of a spinning top. At the same 
time a sort of convulsion or alarum struck me in the heart center, 
followed by a violent tugging sensation in this region. 

“As if attached to an invisible kite string that was pulling me 
out, out, upwards, I began to be forcibly ejected from the center 
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of my body. Yes, it was like a parachute going the opposite way, 
and something was being pulled out, pulled out, and I remember 
saying to myself, “This is like childbirth in reverse.’ It’s like labor 
in reverse, It was leaving my body instead of producing some- 
thing out of my body, and the next thing I remember, after some 
kind of timeless interval, is that I was with Sally. She was stand- 
ing behind my shoulder, and we were talking as we always did. 
I didn’t see her. She leaned against me and laughed and talked 
in her own voice—and we were both watching Patrick, her hus- 
band. We were watching his face, which was illumined. He 
looked very beautiful, with his face all lit up. We were gazing at 
him and he looked asleep and I remember thinking, Oh, it’s all 
right, he looks so serene; why did I think he was so shattered 
that I didn’t dare leave him even for one night? And she was say- 
ing, oh, making jokes about him, loving jokes, which she often 
did. She was saying, “‘He’s in such a muddle—he’s got to go on a 
journey, Mummy, got to go on a journey.’ 

“And I said, ‘But you're going with him, aren’t you?’ 

“And she said, ‘No, he’s got to go by himself, and I can’t get 
his things packed. He is in a terrible muddle, and you have to 
help him,’ 

“He did come back to England, and we spent nearly the whole 
of the first year after her death together. We got each other 
through. It does save you to have to think of somebody else, and 
I just had to because he couldn’t have got through—nor could I. 

“Then sometimes—and increasingly as the months of the first 
year went by—when I opened the door of my apartment, a cloud 
of incomparable fragrance would greet me. These exhalations 
pervaded all the air with an unearthly aromatic sweetness, spicy 
yet delicate and fresh, compounded of lilies? clove? carnations? 
frangipani?—and something indefinable as well. 

“It was not for me alone, this fragrance. I mean that it would, 
I think, have been quite perceptible to others, only but for Pat- 
rick, I was so often alone in those days. 

“However, I remember that Laurie Lee, the writer and poet, 
came in one evening, and standing for a time in silence, said 
three words only: ‘Now I believe.’ 

“Two months after that I had the incredible good luck to hear 
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of Cynthia, Lady Sandys, through a mutual friend who wrote 
about me and said, ‘You will feel for her, because your daughter 
died too, young, newly married. Will you help her?’ (Cynthia’s 
daughter Patricia died suddenly in 1957 and like my Sally had 
been happily married for less than two years.) Cynthia wrote 
and asked me to come and stay with her. She said she was send- 
ing her Patricia to look for Sally and to call her. 

“Soon after my arrival Lady Cynthia said gently, ‘Sally has al- 
ready been here.’ I did not understand what she meant; I was 
too nervous and stricken to inquire. Presently she placed in my 
hands a sheaf of script and left me alone to read it—to absorb, as 
best I might, the anguish, the conviction that what confronted 
me was the authentic account of Sally’s departure from earth and 
of her present postmortem state. I was stunned. 

“Cynthia is a mental channel and recorder of exceptional purity 
—clairaudient, not clairvoyant. After five to ten minutes of silent 
preparation for listening, her spiritual hearing opens, and she 
starts to write rapidly. 

“Now, many years later, the College of Psychic Studies, which 
I am happy to serve as vice-president, has published two book- 
lets containing selected letters that have ‘come through’ in the 
last decade from one or the other of these absent-present daugh- 
ters, Patricia and Sally. We have agreed to omit all intimate and 
personal references and to concentrate chiefly on those letters 
containing information relating to their special interests: In 
Patricia's case, healing in its more diverse aspects; in Sally’s case, 
the functions and potentials of music in extraterrestrial planes 
of consciousness. 

“Sally had been interested in music on this plane, and at one 
time I had entertained some ambition for her musical talent— 
hoping she would go to Italy to study one day—but then she fell 
in love and decided to marry Patrick. But now she is making full 
use of her musical abilities, healing through music and leaming 
‘in great gulps,’ in her words, to use all that pertains to sound and 
harmony in the inner planes. 

“It was the following year, early in 1959, before I could bring 
myself to go to a medium, as Cynthia had suggested. I had this 
ridiculous, old-fashioned idea, and I had been brought up to 
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think that mediums were all beads and robes and piano-shawl 
fringe and, well, fraudulent. The mother of a friend of mine, 
Mrs. Constance Sitwell, a former president of the College of 
Psychic Science [now the College of Psychic Studies], suggested 
that I come there to find a suitable medium. 

“I talked with Muriel Hankey at the college and asked her 
whom I should go to. She thought Ena Twigg was the right per- 
son. I was very apprehensive, so I thought I would have a sort 
of preview of Ena before I had a private sitting with her. I asked 
this great friend of mine, Peter Morris, to come with me to 
a demonstration of clairvoyance at the college so that we could 
have a look at this Ena Twigg. 

“I sat there very quietly, and I kept thinking to myself, Now, 
my girl, you won't get anything; don’t imagine you will, and try- 
ing to still my beating heart. I could see Peter beside me trem- 
bling, for he thought that he was going to get something from his 
father, who had passed over years ago and with whom he had 
not gotten along too well in life. So he was trembling with fear 
that he would get something, and I was trembling for fear that 
T wouldn't. 

“Ena Twigg came out on the platform, and I saw her with sur- 
prise and relief. I suppose I was expecting someone of the 
Blithe Spirit variety immortalized by Noel Coward and Margaret 
Rutherford. Mrs. Twigg was attractive, charming, well dressed, 
and trim-looking. 

“She said almost immediately, ‘I must come to this lady in the 
front row. There is a very young, beautiful spirit, somebody full 
of life building up behind you, my dear, and she is writing 
S around your head. . . . Would you know what I mean?’ She 
described Sally, whom she appeared to see standing behind me. 
Then she put her hands to her temples and said: “This is a very 
strange message. . . . Why is she talking about the war god? She 
is saying, “Wotan, Wotan, the war god.” . . . She is saying she 
does wish the war god would believe she is alive. Can you un- 
derstand?” 

“Tremblingly I said, ‘Yes, yes.’ Sally’s father’s name was 
Wogan, and I nodded my head in understanding. 

“And then Ena laughed and said, ‘Now she is laughing, and 
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she says I haven't got it quite right; I haven’t got the name quite 
right . . . but you will know what I mean. . . . Do you under- 
stand?’ 

“So if anything could be more evidential than this, I can't 
imagine it, can you? and I looked forward eagerly to my first pri- 
vate sitting. This took place about six weeks later. Ena went into 
a trance at our first sitting, and at the time I did not realize how 
unusual that was. Sally, who later became a very practiced and 
expert communicator, was very nervous at first and not sure that 
she was managing properly, and she was rather disturbed over 
that, but in the end she controlled Ena completely. One of the 
first things she said was “Wasn’t it clever of me to get that name 
through? I didn’t know how to get Wogan’s name through. I 
could not find the word in my little medium’s brain. I couldn't 
find the word and then I thought of the war god and I thought if 
I said, “Wotan,” you could understand.’ 

“After all, it is not surprising that Ena would not get the name. 
It is a very strange old Welsh name—the name of kings—and one 
tribe of ancient kings of Wales were called the Wogan tribe. My 
former husband, Sally’s father, was named after them. Sally said 
that Ena’s father was so sorry for her and wanted so much for 
her to get good results that he helped her. Sally said, “You don’t 
know what he’s done for me—this lady’s father. He is wonderful.’ 

“Ena has always been in a trance when Sally has been there, 
even at the first sitting, which is unusual. Sally now slips in with 
absolute ease. It is extraordinary how Sally’s personality comes 
through—her voice, her gestures, everything about her is not 
Ena; it is Sally. Sometimes she visits Ena when I am not there, to 
send a message. Sally is very fond of Ena. They are great friends. 

“For example, one day Ena rang and said that Sally had been 
there and was very troubled. ‘She says she will be with you on 
January sixteenth, Ena said. “Does that make sense to you?” 

“It didn’t. Now, if she had said the fourteenth—that is her 
birthday. Was Ena mistaken? No, Sally was quite clear about 
the date—the sixteenth. 

“A few days later January sixteenth arrived, and I had a ter- 
rible blow. One of my closest and dearest woman friends died 
suddenly of a coronary that day. I hadn’t expected it. I was going 
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to dine with her that very day to tell her all I knew about death 
—what happened afterwards. She had rung me up the previous 
week and asked me to talk about my experiences. She must have 
had foreknowledge that she was going over. She said: ‘I think 
it's time I knew, Rosamond. I think it’s time I knew what hap- 
pens.’ 

“I said, “Well I’m still in the kindergarten, but all I do know I 
will tell you.’ I hadn’t really mentioned anything to her before 
because she was a very orthodox Anglican and hadn’t wanted to 
inquire at all. And now before I could tell her, she was gone. I 
knew Sally was with her, and actually this was confirmed by 
letters which Sally wrote me through Cynthia. It is in our little 
book, Letters from Our Daughters: 


I was told beforehand that this old friend of Mummy’s was 
coming over. She knew it—she had a premonition that her time 
was near and asked for Mummy’s help in preparing for this great 
step. But before Mummy could even meet her, the hour struck 
and she came over. It didn’t matter at all; the fact that she knew 
she was unprepared opened the channel of her awareness. Had 
she not registered this premonition, she would have fought 
against it and probably remained in a semiconscious state for 
days and weeks. 

They prepared me by rinsing my aura with gold and showing 
me the astral body which was there, awaiting her. I'd never seen 
an empty astral before: It’s the most beautiful shell body you can 
imagine, and it awaits the moment of passing and then envelops 
the soul, giving strength and allaying all sense of change—or even 
of chill. I stood quite near, hardly daring to breathe, but doing so 
very rhythmically, as I'd been taught; and when the time came 
for the heart to cease and the body physical to relax, the etheric 
came quite freely out and was most gracefully enwrapped by the 
astral in folds of spirit matter. It looks like a fleecy cloud, all 
warm and cosy, to enfold the young reborn spirit in the proper 
state of vibration. There were many round her, and I was told 
to hold my hand extended over her and think hard of Mummy. 
I did so, murmuring her name and sending your love as directed. 

She seemed asleep and not registering anything. Then she got 
up very quickly and said, “I’m quite well now.” . . . I said her 
name quite distinctly. She looked up and answered, “Yes, who's 
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calling me?” I said, “Sally—Rosamond’s daughter.” At this her face 
broke into a smile and she said, “Oh, Sally! I’ve been so anxious 
to get in touch with you through your mother. Now I shall be 
in touch with your mother through you.” We both laughed—and 
she heard me and said, “Your voice, my dear! It’s just like your 
mother’s.” I went on talking because I saw my voice was calm- 
ing her. She already knew she had come over and was listening, 
but unable to see. Then just as she caught sight of my aura, the 
effort was too much, and she sank down and slept.[*] 


“In the early days Ena was incredibly good to me. I shall never 
forget her compassion and her sympathy and her sweetness. I 
was always afraid of asking for too many sittings. You know, 
she never lets people have too many. She did ration me, but she 
gave me more than she gave other people, I think, because she 
liked me too and we began to make friends. But as time went 
on, she began to suggest that I must ‘stand on my own feet.’ 
This is what she does, and this is where she is so conscientious 
and wise. This I shall never forget—she poured into my hungry 
ears so much reassurance. Sally did it, but Ena was the channel, 
and I owe her a debt that I shall never, never be able to repay.” 


THE RABBIS SERMON 


Rev. Dr. William F. Rosenblum died at the age of seventy-five 
in February, 1968, as his widow Julia expresses it, “without any 
warning, enjoying the best of health.” The rabbi was a prominent 
religious leader in New York City and also the rest of the United 
States. He was rabbi of Temple Israel from 1930 until his death, 
a former president of the Synagogue Council of America, and an 
active Mason. He was a man of deep faith, with a strong belief 
in a continuing life and an interest in psychic phenomena. His 
poem “There Is No Death” became quite famous and was set to 
music by the composer Mana-Zucca. He also wrote the funeral 
service used by the Grand Lodge of the Masonic fraternity. 


* Rosamond Lehmann and Cynthia Lady Sandys, Letters from Our 
Daughters (London: The College of Psychic Science, 1970). 
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His interest in ESP was sparked by his personal experience of 
a cure by Edgar Cayce, the American clairvoyant. In 1939 the 
rabbi was in Mount Sinai Hospital, in New York City, with a 
kidney complaint. He developed a severe case of hiccoughing 
which no medical skill seemed able to stop. They held his tongue, 
froze his chest, sent in tanks of oxygen, but for ten days he hic- 
coughed steadily. 

In desperation Mrs. Rosenblum put in a 7:30 A.M. call to David 
Kahn, a close friend of Edgar Cayce’s who was living in Scars- 
dale at the time. The despondent wife asked David Kahn if he 
could arrange to have Edgar Cayce give the rabbi a reading. At 
10 A.M. David Kahn called back. He said he had reached Cayce. 
The reading directed them to call a psychologist named Dr. 
Samuel Kahn (no relation to David Kahn and unknown to 
him). They found Dr. Kahn listed in the telephone book and 
called him, and soon he and David Kahn were at the rabbi’s 
bedside. The doctor hypnotized the rabbi, who had meanwhile 
been brought home from the hospital, and put him to sleep— 
the first sleep he had had in ten days. The rabbi slept for twelve 
hours. He awoke without hiccoughs and never had them again 
in his entire life. This event sparked a strong interest in the 
psychic, and the rabbi subsequently often included psychical re- 
search material in his sermons. 

Within a year after her husband’s death Mrs. Rosenblum was 
visiting her son Robert, a writer in London. Robert had read the 
Bishop Pike book The Other Side and was impressed with what 
he had written about Ena. He suggested to his mother that since 
his father had been such a strong believer in survival, they really 
ought to try to communicate with him. Mrs. Rosenblum agreed. 
They called Mrs. Twigg, and she told Robert that she was too 
busy to see him before January. It was then July. 

Then Mrs. Rosenblum had a strong impulse to try again. This 
time she called and explained that she would be returning to 
America very soon. Finally Mrs. Twigg agreed to see her, but 
only for a half hour the next day. 

The sitting actually ran two and a half hours. In fact, Ena gave 
Julia two sittings. The rabbi was very persuasive. 

“Mrs. Twigg sat in a corner of the room in her chair. She said 
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my husband was right in the room—she could see him. She did 
describe him perfectly. She told me many things that were com- 
forting. She said I was surrounded by love, and I would never 
have to worry. She said he was a man who had lived fifty years 
before his time and that he was continuing his work there (on 
the Other Side). He was a very valuable man, a highly developed 
spiritual man. She spoke to my son Robert and said, “You must 
keep on doing what you are doing because your father had great 
faith in you, and you will be a great success’—this was very heart- 
ening to a young man. 

“At one point Mrs. Twigg started to ask for my husband's 
name, but before we could say anything, she said, ‘Oh, it’s Wil- 
liam. Why didn’t you tell me your name?’ Then she laughed and 
said to me, ‘You know what he said? “You didn’t ask me]”” We 
all laughed about that because it was very typical. I could see 
Bill reacting kind of impishly that way. 

“The second sitting took place the following March. Mrs. 
Twigg gave me the names of the rabbi’s sisters, Rose and Ger- 
trude, and she spoke of my mother in a very comforting way. I 
do believe that there is something—I felt his presence in this 
house. Mrs. Twigg didn’t identify him as a rabbi, but she said 
he was someone doing very important things for people, that he 
reached a lot of people. 

“A very funny thing happened at this sitting. A family friend 
whom I have worked with for fifteen years came out with me for 
the second visit. I asked him to wait in the taxi. I didn’t want Mrs. 
Twigg to get any ideas about us. I didn’t want him to come in 
because I just thought when you are a widow and you are with 
a man, anyone with an imagination runs away, and I didn’t want 
her ideas colored by his presence. 

“Well, the visit lasted well over an hour, and here he was, 
sitting outside in a taxi with the meter running. Then Mrs. Twigg 
started relaying to me that Bill didn’t want me to marry the man 
I had been seeing. I hadn't the slightest idea of doing so, but 
the rabbi kept telling me the man had marital intentions on his 
mind, and he didn’t want me to marry him. He said it was all 
right for me to remarry, but not yet—and not that person. It was 
very funny because just right in the middle of this lecture the 
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doorbell rang, and our friend said that the taxi-driver did not 
wish to wait any longer. I guess we all got the message.” 

The morning the rabbi died from an embolism, the mail con- 
tained the latest issue of the Empire State Mason. In it was his 
essay, “Life and Death Are One.” “These are the little ironies 
that make you clutch,” Julia said. 

In the essay he used his famous poem: 


There is no Death. 

What we call Death 

Is but a sudden change... 
Because we know 

Not where it leads— 
Thereforth it seemeth strange. 


There is no Death. 

What we call Death 

Is but a restful sleep... 

They wake not soon 

Who slumber so— 

Therefore we mourn. . . we weep. 


There is no Death. 

What we call Death 

Is but surcease from strife... 
They do not die 

Whom we call dead— 

They go from life . . . to lifel 


THE SMITH FAMILY 


The Ray Smiths were the largest family group at the Spiritual 
Frontiers Fellowship Conference in England that memorable 
August of 1970. For the Smiths, as for many of the delegates, the 
trip to Europe for the joint seminar with the Churches’ Fellow- 
ship for Psychical and Spiritual Studies was their first. Ray, his 
wife, Roselle, and their three daughters, Ramona, Rochelle, and 
Renee, were members of the Richards Street United Methodist 
Church of Joliet, Illinois. Their pastor, Rev. Paul Lambourne 
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Higgins, one of the founders and the first president of the Spiri- 
tual Frontiers Fellowship, had made special arrangements so that 
the whole family could come. Ramona, who is married, had to 
leave her teacher husband and children behind in Le Mars, 
Iowa. 

The family had had such strong manifestations from their dead 
son and brother, Ray, Jr., who was killed in an automobile ac- 
cident at the age of twenty-one in 1965, that they had taken the 
mortgage money and come to England in the hope of contacting 
him through a medium. Now here they were, so close—and no 
appointment with a medium. 

“We just had to talk to Ray, Jr. So many strange things had 
happened. We had come all the way to England, but so 
had many others in our group,” Ray, Sr., recalled. 

“At one of the sessions I went up to a man who was doing the 
taping, and I said I was very interested in getting to a medium 
and could he recommend one? He replied, “Why don’t you ask 
Ena Twigg herself; she’s right back there in the back row.’ I 
turned around, and there she was. There were about a dozen 
people around her. I walked up and stood on the outside of the 
circle. After a few moments she looked at me and put out her 
hand and said, I’m Ena Twigg.’ 

“I said, Tm Ray Smith’ 

“She said, ‘I know,’ 

“She had a pad of paper, and it was already three-fourths full 
of names. I said, ‘I did write for a sitting, but it looks like you're 
pretty full’ 

“She said, ‘Well, why don’t you put your name down anyway?” 

“After the meeting the Reverend Mr. Higgins made several 
announcements, and then he said, ‘Ray Smith and Carolyn 
Douglass, do not leave the room,’ and he told us that Ena Twigg 
would take us. 

“I asked Mrs. Twigg why she had picked us from the bottom 
of the list. She replied that ‘Someone here wants to talk to you 
so badly that he’s been insisting that I see you first. He is very 
active.’ 

“‘That’s Ray all right; that is just like him, I told her, elated 
that Ray was able to break through. 
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“T told her, “My wife is here, my three daughters are here, and 
we have all come over in the same frame of mind, with one pur- 
pose: to talk to Ray. Will you take us as a family?” 

“At first she hesitated and sort of cocked her head to one side, 
and then she agreed to take us together. We went to our room 
*e ee Kensington Close Hotel, where the conference was being 

eld. 

“Ray, Jr., was twenty-one at the time of his death in 1965. He 
had returned a week early for his second year at Westmar Col- 
lege in Le Mars, where he lived with his sister Ramona and her 
husband. He had a little English Austin-Healey. It was the car 
that he wanted. It was a convertible. I didn’t like it, but it was 
what he wanted. 

“Ray had a girl friend at school who wanted to learn to drive 
the car. They went out into the country about a mile on a gravel 
road and lost control of the car. Ray stood up to take the wheel 
from her. A farmer was following them and saw it all. He said 
they were going about thirty-five to forty miles an hour. 

“The car turned over. Ray pushed her under the dashboard, 
and she was not hurt at all. He was killed instantly. 

“When the phone rang at Ramona’s house, a voice on the other 
end said, ‘Do you know Ray Smith?’ 

“Ramona answered, ‘Yes, he is my brother.’ 

“The voice said, “He is in the hospital.’ 

“Ramona asked if she could see him, but it was already too 
late. He was dead. 

“We had difficulty getting Ray’s body home, since transporta- 
tion between Le Mars and Joliet is complicated. As a result, 
everything about the burial has remained confused and shadowy 
in our minds.” 

Two weeks later the family was in church. “A young girl 
named Nancy was sitting in the pew in front of us. She had not 
known us or my son. After the service she turned to us and said, 
‘You are Mr. and Mrs. Smith. Your son, Ray, says you are his 
parents.’ That was all she would say. She did say that when we 
were ready to converse with Ray, she would try to help. 

“During this period I was worried, wondering whether if the 
ambulance which had come to take the two, Ray and the girl, 
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to the hospital had been a little sooner, he could have been 
saved. The girl, who was not hurt at all in the accident—only a 
cut—had told us that before the ambulance came, Ray was still 
breathing, and that she had tried to pick gravel out of his 
mouth. 

“Nancy said, ‘Ray would like you to quit worrying. He says his 
soul left his body before he could feel pain,’ 

“I believe if it had not been for this reassurance that came from 
Nancy and the comfort we got from the Reverend Mr. Higgins, 
that my wife would not have retained her sanity, that she would 
have gone off. As it was, she took it on the chin, accepted it. 

“Shortly thereafter the communications through Nancy 
stopped. She was a very good natural medium, and she went to 
Chicago to study. So when the Reverend Mr. Higgins organized 
the trip to England, we thought and talked a lot about the trip, 
so that we could have some sittings with mediums and contact 
Ray. 

“Then several strange events took place. One occurred during 
the Thanksgiving holiday. My wife and I drove to Le Mars to 
spend the holiday with daughter Ramona. Rochelle stayed home. 

“At two A.M. Rochelle suddenly woke up. There was Ray, sit- 
ting on the bed, just as if he were there in the body. She talked 
to him, and he replied audibly to her. 

“What are you doing here?’ she asked. 

“He said, ‘I just came to see you. 

“She said, ‘Have Mom and Dad gotten to Ramona’s yet?” 

“He said, ‘No, but they will be there before long. They are all 
right.’ 

“Rochelle asked, “Why aren't you with them?” 

“Ray replied, ‘But I am; this is one of the advantages of being 
here. I can be in both places.’ 

“Rochelle said, ‘Fine.’ She reached up to touch him, and he 
was gone.” 

Ramona also had an experience with Ray that involved her 
four-month-old baby. “Ramona heard the baby fussing,” her 
father said. “She woke up, looked over, and saw someone she 
thought was her husband bending over the crib. The baby 
quieted down and fell asleep, and she turned over and went 
back to sleep too, The baby slept through the entire night. 
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“In the morning she got up, went to the crib, and looked for 
the bottle. There was no bottle. She asked her husband if he had 
taken the bottle out of the crib. He said, ‘No.’ 

“Ramona said, ‘Well, you gave it to him last night’ 

“Her husband looked at her and said, ‘I wasn’t up at all last 
night.’ 

“But I saw a man’s figure bending over the crib. If it wasn’t 
you, who was it? Ray?’ 

“Another time Ramona heard warning of a tornado alert on 
the radio. The sky was threatening, and the radio announced 
that the tornado was sighted about ten miles away. 

“Ramona was downstairs with the children. She heard the up- 
stairs door that led out to a little porch bang and fly open. So she 
ran upstairs, and as she got to the top of the stairs, she saw some- 
one close the door and latch it, and she heard him say, ‘Don’t 
worry, Mona, it’s going to be all right.’ Ray, Jr., always called her 
Mona. 

“One night Rochelle had a very realistic dream that she and 
Ray went for a car ride. When they got back to the house and he 
got out of the car, she said, ‘Ray, you’ve got no shoes on.’ 

“He said, ‘No, I don’t need shoes to walk on the ground any- 
more. I can walk, I can fly, I can do everything.’ 

“When his body was taken to the undertaker, we found that 
his shoes had been left behind at the hospital. The undertaker 
would not let us go back to get them. He said that most of the 
time he did not put them on anyway, and no one would know 
the difference. So we agreed, and he was buried without shoes. 

“After this we did not receive anything, and we were anxious 
to come to England and see Mrs. Twigg. We had heard a great 
deal about her, and we wanted to see her if we could. We wrote 
to her, and she did answer that she was not making appointments 
in advance of the conference. I was very downhearted with this 
reply, but we decided to come anyway. 

“When Mrs. Twigg agreed to give us a sitting, it was like a 
miracle. She said, ‘Let’s go. We'll find out what we can do, but 
I don’t promise anything.’ She had no sooner said her introductory 
prayer than Ray, Jr., began so fast and so strong that she was 
talking to him and trying to straighten out what he was saying 
for us. . . . He was giving it to her so fast for everyone. 
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“The sitting was a revelation to us. Not only for the things he 
said—but his whole personality was there. We made a tape re- 
cording, and we have evaluated it. There were ten very evidential 
things on it—although there was nothing incorrect in the entire 
sitting. But these ten points are outstanding. 

“One: When Ray was home during the summer, he worked in 
order to buy an automobile. He bought an old Ford, and we de- 
cided the car was too dangerous to travel back and forth to school. 
That is why we let him have the Austin-Healey. This was the 
only car he could see. We bought it with great misgivings, under 
pressure. 

“After his death we had his camera with film in it. We had 
it developed. There were several pictures of my old car on the 
film—the only ones we had of it. During the sitting, Ray said, “You 
had trouble with the front tires; they kept going flat on you.’ This 
was true. 

“Two: Before we went on the trip, the five of us had quite 
a decision to make: whether we should pay off the mortgage on 
our home or take the trip. We decided to come to England. 

“In the sitting Ray teased me about this—it was very evidential. 
He said, “Have you paid off the mortgage yet, Dad?’ You’d have 
to know Ray’s sense of humor to know how evidential this was. 

“Three: Our group left from New York. We were there on Sun- 
day and left on Monday. We went into St. Patrick’s Cathedral 
in New York, and they have candles all around. There were quite 
a number unlit, and Rochelle said, “Let us light one of the candles 
for Ray.’ 

“At Ena’s Ray said, ‘Mom, you don’t have to light a candle. I 
saw you. 

“Four: When we left for England, we wanted to leave flowers 
on the altar of our church on the Sunday we were leaving. As 
it turned out, they couldn’t be scheduled for placement for two 
weeks, At that time we would already be in England. During the 
sitting Ray said that ‘the flowers are in the church on the altar; 
I wanted you to know that, 

“Five: He said his photograph was on the TV. That was right. 

“Six: When Rochelle started to teach, she didn’t like what she 
was doing. In the sitting Ray predicted that she would make a 
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change and love her new job. She is now teaching cerebral- 
palsied children in Tennessee and loves it. 

“Seven: Ray said he saw Marion. The ‘Marion’ in the sitting 
is correct—it is the name of my wife’s father. 

“Eight: Ray asked that a memorial be established in his name, 
not at the church but at his school—we gather he means his high 
school—not for the winner but for the best trier. He was in a sci- 
ence competition once—statewide—and he was not the winner but 
the runner-up. 

“Nine: He assured me in the sitting that they were not ready 
to have me join them in their world. I think this had a big influ- 
ence in helping me weather through the serious heart operation 
I underwent last year. 

“Ten: During the sitting he teased Ramona about liking choco- 
lates so much. She does, and he always used to bring her choco- 
late from her favorite confectioner in Joliet. 

“When Mrs. Twigg referred to the photograph on the TV, she 
described it quite accurately and said the boy was in uniform. 
In the picture Ray, Jr., is wearing his cap and gown: It was a 
graduation picture.” 


THE HEALING POWER 


The following cases are typical examples of the healing power 
of communication. The medium heals the wounds of the soul as 
the doctor heals the body, enabling the bereaved to take up their 
lives and in many instances live them with an inspired and en- 
larged perspective. 


MARY FRANKL 


Mary Frankl, a successful lawyer in the government, accompa- 
nied a neighbor who came to see Ena Twigg. Mary too asked 
for an appointment, since she had lost her husband. She wanted 
to know whether there was such a thing as life after death. 

“Right from the beginning of the sitting, Mrs. Twigg described 
my husband and how he looks, and she even described the way 
he used to hold his spectacles when he was talking to people,” 
Mary said. 

“My husband, Egon, told me I had something on me which 
had belonged to him. I protested at first, but he insisted, and then 
it occurred to me that I had the keys to his car in my handbag. 
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He went on saying to me that I should not be in despair that 
he is dead, that he is better off as he is now, and if he would 
have lived, he could never have been the same,” Mary said, ex- 
plaining that her husband died of thrombosis. 

“My husband then said that he liked the blue flowers on the 
wallpaper in the bedroom. I thought that was strange because 
I had only put the wallpaper up three weeks before, and that 
showed me he must have seen the room recently. Egon reminded 
me of the nice days we had together in Vienna, and then, accord- 
ing to Ena, he put his fingers on a map of Europe and pointed 
to a place on the German border that she believed to be Cologne. 
He said that something was going to be negotiated there, and 
although there would be difficulties, everything would turn out 
well. Obviously Egon was referring to a business matter, which, 
as he predicted, was settled satisfactorily. 

“At the end of the sitting my husband told me to go home and 
be happy and have a drink with three people and ‘think of me.’ 
I stopped to buy some wine so that my husband’s suggestion 
would be followed to the letter. Then I went on home to the house 
I shared with a friend and her mother since my husband’s death. 
I found the mother had already gone to bed—it was about 10:30 
P.M.—so I thought that was the end of the threesome. As I was 
telling my friend about it, the doorbell rang, and a neighbor said, 
‘Oh, Mrs. Frankl, I am terribly sorry to disturb you at this late 
hour, but I just came home from the movies and haven't seen 
you for such a long time I wondered how you were.’ So the neigh- 
bor came in for a drink, and we had our threesome to drink to 
Egon. 

“At the second sitting with Mrs. Twigg, about six months later, 
I was told that my father and mother were there, as well as my 
husband, and she described my parents accurately. My husband 
then, through Mrs. Twigg, asked me about the accident I nearly 
had. I couldn’t remember any. 

“Then Ena said that my husband was asking whether I remem- 
ber skidding on the road. He said, ‘I was the fellow who pre- 
vented you from falling into the ditch or running into a fence. 
. . . L was sitting beside you, and I was steering the car when 
you were skidding.’ 
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“Then I recalled that one morning I was traveling to work over 
an icy road, going uphill. I tried to overtake a truck and skidded. 
I turned around twice three hundred and sixty degrees on the 
narrow road—on one side was a fence and on the other a ditch— 
and then suddenly the car straightened up in the direction I 
wanted to go and stopped. The driver in the car behind me came 
rushing up to see if I was all right. That must have been the inci- 
dent Egon referred to. 

“At the same sitting Ena suddenly said, ‘There’s a lady who 
wants to talk to you, and this lady is coming out of a crowd of 
people.’ Suddenly Ena got very pale and started to sweat and 
said: ‘O my God, where are they taking me? . . . They’re taking 
me into a place where they kill thousands of people. . . and this 
lady is amongst thousands and thousands of other women and 
she comes out of the crowd and she lifts her hand and says, “My 
name is Rose. ... Tell... tell Mary that I think of her, and 
whenever she needs help, I shall give it to her. I have suffered 
quite a lot, but now everything is all right.”’ That is one hundred 
percent true because my husband’s sister—Rose—was killed in 
Auschwitz, the concentration camp. 

“Toward the end of the sitting Ena commented that my hus- 
band was whistling a tune, and she didn’t understand the words 
because they're in German, but he said never mind and told me 
to listen to the television that night. 

“I went home and sat up late talking with my friend, forgetting 
about television. Suddenly—the television was going; we weren't 
watching it particularly—then this program giving a German les- 
son came on, preceded by a piece of music which is called in 
German “Muss Ich Denn’ 

“The whole meaning of the tune,” Mary explained, “is that if 
I have to leave this town, and you my darling must remain, in 
the end I shall never forget you and we shall see each other again; 
yes, it is a promise to meet again. 

“I was so impressed with Ena’s talent by this time that I got 
into the habit of attending the various Spiritualist churches where 
she was lecturing and giving clairvoyance. Well, Ena discouraged 
this and said I should stand on my own feet. I appreciated her 
honesty, but in the meantime we became very good friends and 
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vo as much as possible of each other—since we are both very 
usy. 

“One Christmas Eve we were all together in my home, having 
a good time. During the evening Ena said to me, ‘There is a big 
cross over your head, and a gentleman is saying to you, “Do you 
remember that it is an anniversary?” And he sends his love.’ 

“I connected it in my mind with my husband and could recall 
no anniversary, so I told Ena she must be wrong. Later, after 
I had driven Harry and Ena home and was coming back, I re- 
membered an incident which had taken place at Christmas two 
years before. A man who was a good friend of my husband visited 
us often when he was alive. He continued to come to see me after 
his death. He was visiting that Christmas and said, ‘I must enjoy 
myself tonight because it will be my last Christmas.’ 

“We all said to him, ‘Robert, don’t be funny,’ 

“About one o'clock, when dance music was playing, he said sud- 
denly to me, ‘Come on, Mary, the last dance I must dance with 

ou. 

“We did a little dance, and I said to him again, ‘For heaven’s 
sakes, don’t say the last dance or the last Christmas.’ 

“And he said, ‘Oh, I know, but it doesn’t really matter.’ And 
he went home about two o'clock and died six hours later. I must 
stress that neither Ena nor her husband had ever met this gentle- 
man or even knew of his existence,” Mary concluded. 


H. H. THE RAJKUMAR, 
PRINCE OF PUDUKOTA 


“Although I have been married and had the usual affairs of the 
heart, I always felt particularly close to my mother, the late Rani 
of Pudukota, having been an only child and having lost my father, 
the late Raja of Pudukota, at the age of eleven. When my mother 
married my father in 1915, she was considered the most beautiful 
girl in Australia—my father was Indian, but Mother was Austra- 
lian. Not only was she one of the most beautiful women of her 
age, but she was also particularly clever and intelligent, and had 
she not married my father when only nineteen years old, she 
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would surely have been a great musician. As it was, she adored 
music and played the piano brilliantly almost until the end. 

“Nine years before she died, she had an operation for cancer, 
from which she never fully recovered. Still, when the end came, 
it was very sudden and a dreadful shock. I felt as if part of me 
had been cut away. After a lingering, painful, agonizing illness 
of nine years, the end came very unexpectedly, and in a few min- 
utes it was all over. 

“I was desperately unhappy and did not know which way to 
turn or where to go. About three months after my mother’s pass- 
ing I had a most vivid dream. In the dream I had received a 
blue telegram, and on opening the envelope, read, ‘MissINc You. 
LOVE, MUMMY.’ It made a very great impression on me, and in- 
deed I was convinced this was a message from the other world, 
which has since been confirmed. As [I still felt very despondent 
and depressed, friends of mine advised me to try to get in touch 
with Mrs. Twigg. I had already heard of her powers and wrote 
from France to the College of Psychic Science in London to in- 
quire if they could arrange a meeting. Finally in November, 1968, 
I went to London to consult Mrs. Twigg. 

“I was shown into a cozy, warm sitting room. Then Mrs. Twigg 
came in and greeted me most courteously. She asked me to be 
seated in a comfortable chair next to her and to try to relax as 
much as possible. I told Mrs. Twigg I had lost my mother the 
previous year and that if possible, I would very much like to get 
in touch with her. 

“After about five minutes Mrs. Twigg said, ‘I have your mother 
here with us. She asks me to tell you that you should be more 
careful with your diet, for you don’t remember, but as a very 
small boy you nearly died from that strange tropical disease.’ I 
thought a second and then did remember when about four years 
old how ill I had been, and not being allowed to drink any water 
of any kind, how I used to sip the water out of my bath when 
my nurse was not looking. 

“Of course, I had not thought about this for years. It had to 
be my mother; there was no one else who knew about it. I was 
completely disarmed then and there. Mrs. Twigg then repeated 
various incidents known only to myself about my mother’s pass- 
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ing. The manner of speech and words used were entirely my 
mother’s, just as if Mrs. Twigg were relaying the words of a third 
person on the telephone. One cannot imitate or invent such a con- 
versation even in these days of tape-recording; such a thing, if 
made up, would not ring true all the time. After I had got over 
the initial shock of knowing that my mother was with us in the 
room, I began to ask questions of her through Mrs. Twigg. The 
replies were the same—as if she had been with us in the flesh. 

“T had been in tears when the sitting began but ended up by 
laughing with my mother. Her strength and wit and unique way 
of expressing herself filled the room. I was told to cheer up, to 
make the best of things, to try and help others, not to drive my 
car as fast as I had been doing, for I no longer cared. 

“I was then asked what I was doing keeping a collection of 
dresses of hers that I had brought over from France. She said 
that these were to be given to the Museum of Costume in Bath, 
where they are now on view. At the end of the meeting, almost 
an hour later, I was asked to give her love to two of her closest 
friends here. 

“I have been back twice since to see Mrs. Twigg, and each visit 
has been a further revelation. I will be eternally grateful for the 
consolation and enlightenment I have received from Mrs. Twigg, 
which has completely changed my attitude to life and death and 
has given me the courage I need to face the future. 

“The late Maharaja of Jaipur was an old friend, and his wife 
and I have known each other since we were small children. She 
was in a very unhappy state after her husband’s untimely death, 
and I have tried to help her as I have been helped... . 

“I can only thank God for having guided me to Mrs. Twigg.” 


MANY HAPPY RETURNS 


Mrs. Lucile Butterfield, of San Diego, California, lost her son 
in Vietnam in 1970. She was a member of the Spiritual Frontiers 
group attending the conference in England but was not one of 
the lucky ones scheduled for a private sitting with Ena Twigg; 
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however, her son in spirit, Douglas, took action from the Other 
Side to bring about their opportunity to communicate. 

Mrs. Butterfield left the morning session of the conference, and 
walking down the corridor, she suddenly burst into tears. Her 
roommate came up behind her and put a comforting arm around 
her. They went to lunch together and returned to their hotel room 
in time for the roommate’s 2 P.M. appointment with Mrs. Twigg. 

Mrs. Twigg called up the roommate on the hotel phone and 
asked to be met at the elevator so she could find the room easily. 
Lucile went to escort Ena to the room. Walking down the hall- 
way, Mrs. Butterfield asked timidly whether there would be any 
possibility of a few moments with the medium. Mrs. Twigg re- 
plied that she was sorry, but she was booked to the very hilt and 
did not have a free moment. 

Mrs. Butterfield, downhearted and depressed, ushered Mrs. 
Twigg into the room, gathered up her things, and started to leave 
when suddenly the medium looked at her and said, “You've lost 
someone. I see a crash!” Mrs. Butterfield’s tears began to flow 
again. Ena then said, “Ill see you somehow. Call me tomorrow 
morning.” 

“When I saw Mrs. Twigg,” Lucile relates, “Douglas said, ‘You 
didn’t quite believe that we were going to have a chat together, 
could you? . . . I want you to know that I seized the opportunity, 
and you realized that. . . . Where there is a will, there is a way.’ 

“The whole sitting was very evidential, and there were many 
instances of accuracy. I do feel there was a definite contact with 
the Other Side. There were so many things which allowed my 
son’s personality to show through the reading. 

“Mrs. Twigg gave details of how my son died: She saw the 
plane wreckage, and she said that his body was damaged but that 
he had a grave. My son’s plane was shot down in Vietnam, but 
his body was laid to rest at the United States Air Force Academy 
in Colorado Springs. 

“She said that Douglas had gotten a raise in pay shortly before 
his death that he never really got to use, and that was true. 
Douglas told Mrs. Twigg that his watch had not been returned 
but that his wallet was returned. (I had to check with my 
daughter-in-law when I returned home, and this was accurate. ) 
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“When the sitting began, Mrs. Twigg said, ‘Oh, I have a young 
man here between twenty-five and thirty, tall, very good-looking, 
strong face, good coloring, very bright eyes, and strong hair. 
Hands that are accustomed to drive. I get a terrific sense of fall- 
ing, and I feel there are remains.’” 

A little later in the taped transcript of the session is this ex- 
change: 


Dovctas: I found a way to get back to you because you say, 
“Where are you, son, where are you?” And I was saying, “Here 
I am, Mom. Give me the chance, and I'll get through to you.” 
You did hear me, didn’t you, calling? 

Mrs. BUTTERFIELD: Yes, I did. 

Dovctas: [Voice growing quite masculine] Well, why didn’t 
you answer me? I know you were startled, but I need to know 
you've got the line open. 

Twicc: There’s a birthday soon, isn’t there, in September, one 
in August? Two birthdays close together—that’s right, isn’t it? 

Mrs. BUTTERFIELD: That's right. 

Twice: “I haven't forgotten,” he says. “I want to say that if 
I could wish many happy returns, there could be no happier way 
of saying it than this, could there?” 

Mrs. BuTTERFIELD: No. 

Twicc: Because it is many happy returns in both senses. “I've 
come back,” he says. He’s making very good strides in his new 
world. 

Mrs. BuTTERFIELD: I feel that. 

Twicc: He’s helping you in your quiet moments, in your medi- 
tation, and it’s a funny thing: You can get great joy in the open 
air, can’t you, near trees and near flowers? And he says, “I’m 
there with you, darling. Don’t you ever feel that we're cut off or 
we're never going to be in touch again. We'll be together always 
until you join me.” 


THE POSTHUMOUS POET 


Charles C. Wise, Jr., and his wife, Ruth, were part of the SFF 
group at the London Conference. Mr. Wise has been a lawyer 
and administrator in the U.S. government for over thirty years 
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(he is now Chief Department Counsel on Industrial Security in 
the Department of Defense) and a Sunday-school teacher, but 
it was not until the death of his twenty-year-old son, Terry, that 
he began to blossom as a writer on religious themes. Terry was 
a junior at Roanoke College, in Salem, Virginia. A psychology ma- 
jor, he was talented and active as a stage electrician, artist, and 
singing actor. He was killed in a motorcycle accident on January 
6, 1967. 

“When we arrived at Mrs. Twigg’s,” Mr. Wise relates, “we met 
Charlotte Varman, just leaving. I knew she had been helped be- 
cause she was crying for the first time. Mrs. Twigg asked us to 
come in and sit for a few minutes, She said she needed a few 
moments to gather herself together because she had just been 
through a very difficult session. We understood what she meant. 

“We have not visited many mediums. We do have confidence 
in an afterlife but have not actively been seeking reassurance. We 
made no demands on our dear dead—just waited to hear what 
they wished to say to us. And while we were not concerned with 
evidential items, we were both strongly struck by the vivid ac- 
curacy of my dad’s account of my accident and my mother-in- 
law’s concern about the loss of her ring and other facts that were 
unfolded in the sitting. It was a curious experience to be intro- 
duced to a grown son (lost at birth) and to my spiritual mentor 
(Brother Simon). We were entirely satisfied with our reading. 
We felt we had made new friends on both sides of the veil. 

“Three years before he died, Terry had challenged me to a con- 
test to see who could get a poem published first. Terry won, with 
publication in a college anthology and several periodicals. I 
finally placed a poem in an anthology, and then I wrote a book, 
Windows on the Passion: Dramatic Moments in the Life of 
Jesus[*], which was published on the day of Terry’s funeral. 

“After the funeral we found a safety-deposit-box key among 
his effects, and when we opened the box, we found it was 
crammed with poems—stacks of manuscripts of poems. We had 
never suspected that Terry was so serious about poetry. He was 
always clowning, fun-loving. Some of his classmates asked for 


* Charles C. Wise (Nashville, Tenn.:; Abingdon Press, 1967). 
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copies, and as I started to go over them, we decided the best 
thing was to assemble them and publish them in a book. It was 
published by McClure Press, of Verona, Virginia, under the title 
Chanticleer. One of the first things that came up at the Ena Twigg 
sitting was about the book. I asked Terry if he liked the book. 

“Terry came back, ‘My book? Delighted! It’s a very good book. 
I'm very happy about it, 

“Mrs. Twigg described Terry perfectly and said, ‘There’s a son 
with gold curly hair looking after all of you.’ 

“In addition, Mrs. Twigg said that we had another son in spirit 
who died at birth. This was true. She said, ‘He is a spiritual ad- 
viser. He had nothing to undo, since he had only touched earth, 
so he has gone on developing in his own world. He is behind 
the healing.’ Mrs. Twigg identified him as Laurence, although we 
had never named him. She said he and Terry would be of great 
influence in time ahead. 

“My father and my mother-in-law both communicated. At one 
point my father said, “You bumped the car, and he took credit 
for preventing the accident from being worse than it was. ‘Watch 
those lights and left turns,’ he warned. 

“This was my first accident in thirty years. It was exactly as 
my father was describing it through Ena—caused by an illegal 
left turn. It could have been much worse, but apparently father 
was there and saved me. 

“My wife’s mother wanted her to have her engagement ring 
and all her little trinkets. In the sitting she expressed her sorrow 
that the ring was gone. 

“This was very evidential, because before we came to England, 
a dishonest painter stole the engagement ring from the jewel box 
in which it was kept. 

“My father and Terry also mentioned that we had just paid 
off the mortgage on the house, which was true. We did it just 
before coming to England. 

“She also introduced a Brother Simon, who is helping me with 
my religious writing. ‘Simon sends thoughts as if giving you pray- 
ers—put them down in a book—put down prayers—will help and 
guide you and instruct you. An enormous power is funneled like 
a triangle on its point above your head. Make a prayer for light 
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and understanding.’ This is very curious because I have now writ- 
ten and published a number of articles, the libretto of an opera, 
Ruth and Naomi, and a number of other religious works. There 
seems to be a power impelling me outside of myself. 

“I told Mrs. Twigg about it: After I reached fifty years of age, 
I began to have strange impulses to write poetry. All of my writ- 
ings have given me the impression of being compelled. I do know 
I have written things that I did not understand. I accept it. I don’t 
understand it, but I do know this feeling of writing beyond your 
conscious understanding. 

“Mrs. Twigg said, ‘I think they are all involved in it.’ She said 
she had never seen such a family all working together on a single 
project. 

“Now, this is a curious responsibility. 'm not sure I really like 
it because the whole brood are insisting that they are going to 
turn me into a healer. 

“You came to England as pilgrims, did you not?’ Mrs. Twigg 
asked. 

“This was true. We wanted to go to Glastonbury after reading 
Terry’s poem “Orison,’ in which he re-creates the slaughter of the 
monks and burning of the abbey. We wonder if Brother Simon 
was one of them.” 

Terry wrote (in Chanticleer): 


The Glastonbury ruins stand 
Impressive in their shattered might. 
Around, the peaceful country land 
Stretches far out of sight. 
By legend drawn, from foreign strand 
I came one night. 
—from “Orison” 


A SCOUT’S HONOR 


“My name is Rosella Turner. Rosie is what everyone calls me. 
My husband is Clifton, called Cliff. Our boy was named Dale 
Clifton, born March 12, 1953. 
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“T went to England to have a sitting with Mrs. Twigg to try 
to communicate with Dale, who was killed in a car accident. 

“I saw her on January 13, 1969, and six months later I returned 
for another sitting. I tape-recorded both sessions. They were very 
evidential to me, and when my son said to me, ‘You knew I hadn’t 
gone away. Even at my burial you knew that I was alive some- 
where—but you had to find out where—and it was a good 
thing you heard about that article,’ it was all true, and it kept 
me going. 

“The article was the story about Bishop Pike, and that is how 
I found out about Mrs. Twigg and hoped it would be possible 
to reach my boy. Now I am interested in this whole field and 
want to follow up as much as I can—because I am very busy with 
this new project. 

“Here are some of the evidential highlights of the sittings.” 


Ena Twicc/DALe 


It’s a young, happy boy. He’s 
a big boy—maybe twenty or 
twenty-one years old. 


This was an accident and Mom 
wasn't there. . . . [Ena puts her 
hands to her head] Oh, my head 
hurts! She had to hear it from 
somebody else. 


This boy loved the water, loved 
being near the water, and he 
loved people and he loved ani- 
mals. 


There are two things in my room 
just as I left them. He’s showing 
me a fishing rod—someone throw- 
ing out his fishing pole. 


Mrs. TuRNER 


He was only fifteen, but all 
thought him to be at least eight- 
een because of his size. He was 
head and shoulders taller than 
boys his age. So she was correct 
there. 


The car accident that took Dale’s 
life did hurt his head. The pick- 
up truck slammed into the side of 
Dale’s car and smacked him on 
the head and broke his neck. 


Correct. 


It was his rod. 
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You didn’t want to see him after 
he’d left his body, did you? .. . 
Who’s Tommy? Give him my 
best. 


You bought him this ring. You 
gave it to him. 


He says something about a movie 
camera. 


I don’t want any business over 
my grave. I don’t want that and 
any memorial that you want to 
make in my memory. I want you 
to do something to help some- 
body else. 


He’s talking about the garage. He 
likes to putter about the garage. 
Sometimes he would get in a 
worry, though, he says. 


You know you came in my room 
and caught me smoking, and I 
wasn’t supposed to. 


He says, “My mother knows when 
the sun went down, it only went 
down to rise somewhere else. 
Wherever the sun would be, I 
would be. You will never lose me 
because I’ve got so much to give 
you. We've still got so much to 
share; we're going on this grand 
adventure together.” 
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Mrs. TURNER 


No, I couldn’t see him. Tommy 
was one of his Boy Scout friends. 
He was in the car at the time of 
the accident. 


I picked out the ring and paid 
for it in Mexico. Dale wore it 
most of the time. I gave it to 
Ena to hold during the sitting. 


We do have a movie camera we 
used to use frequently, but now 
it is too sad to run the films. 


His grave is in Shreveport, 
Louisiana, alongside his Turner 
grandparents, and whenever we 
visit there, I never have the feel- 
ing that Dale is in the grave. I’m 
convinced he is not. 


Sometimes he failed to put the 
tools away when he was putter- 
ing in the garage and he was 
scolded. 


I did catch him and his friends 
smoking. 


This reference was quite reveal- 
ing to me because ever since he 
left us, I think each time I look 
at the sun’s rays that Dale is be- 
hind the clouds. 
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Ena Twicc/DALEe 


We talked about me going to the 
moon. I can go to the moon. I can 
go around the universe if I want 
to now. You don’t want me to go 
to the moon, do you, Mom? 


Tell Dad I still say he’s not get- 
ting bald; it’s just a high fore- 
head. 


Daddy had a bad tooth, had to 
have it pulled out. Tell him I’m 
sorry for him. 


He says we used to go and have 
picnics, like barbecues, He shows 
me they would go out and cook. 


You've got his cufflinks in a box— 
the gold ones. He had a watch 
that he loved very much. 


“When you feel a cold or cool 
wind go by you, that’s me,” he 
says. . You've already felt 
something go by you. I'm going 
to be able to appear to you. 
Don’t look right at me, Mom. 
Look out of the corner of your 
eye, and I'll be able to remain. 


He’s talking about Robert now. 


You live on a hill, and you can 
see the water. He is showing me 
palm trees around. The path or 
driveway is not a straight path. It 
goes kind of zigzag. 


He says will you come back next 
year and will you bring his fa- 
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We had often talked about him 
being able to go to the moon in 
his lifetime, 


This was a standing family joke. 


Cliff had a tooth out shorily be- 
fore I had the sitting. 


Dale was an Eagle Scout. His 
father was a_scoutmaster for 
eight years. They went on camp- 
outs many times. 


We have never found the watch 
Dale was wearing. He was very 
fond of it. 


I do feel him around me quite 
often. Just before I had this sit- 
ting, while I was planning the 
trip over, I continually felt cob- 
webs on my face or a loose hair 
down the back of my neck. Tm 
sure it was Dale’s presence. 


Robert was injured in the wreck 
also but is all right now. 


This does describe our home at 
the time of the sitting. 


The school presentation was at 
New Mexico Military Institute, 
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ther? . . . He’s telling me about 
a memorial service they had for 
him at a school. There was an 
award or presentation, and you 
were right there in the front row. 


I want you to get more closely in- 
volved because there’s a job for us 
to do, and we must do it, mustn’t 
we, Mom? You thought you hap- 
pened on this by accident. You 
read something. I put it there. 
You thought there is something to 
hold on to, and you pursued it. 
. . . He says he wants you to keep 
a record of this visit because he 
says it’s going to be continued and 
it’s marvelous that you came way 
across the water and I still turn 
up. 
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where they gave us an award to 
commemorate Dale’s fine sports- 
manship in past rifle matches he 
had won. For the next fifteen 
years this award will have each 
year’s winner’s name engraved on 
it under Dale’s name. Quite an 
honor, really. It’s a large school. 


There is so much more to this 
story—pages and pages—but it is 
a story without an end. I hope it 
never has one. 


PROOF OF AN UNOBSTRUCTED UNIVERSE 


Mrs, Pat Kerr, of Locust Hill, Ontario, is a member of the As- 
sociation for Research and Enlightenment and makes pilgrimages 
to Virginia Beach to attend seminars whenever possible. So it was 
with great faith and eagerness that she looked forward to an op- 
portunity to commune with her husband in spirit when she visited 
Ena Twigg in June of 1970. 

“When I entered Mrs. Twigg’s living room, I felt a pillar of 
cold building up behind me, and as I glanced backward, she said, 
‘Oh, yes, there is a being standing in the archway.’ Then she said, 
TIl be seeing you again,’ 

“I gave her my husband’s ring to hold, and she said immedi- 
ately, ‘Oh, your husband is in spirit.’ 
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“One of the things that impressed me was my husband’s cur- 
rent knowledge of everything in our home—even to giving me a 
detailed list and all sorts of conditions about the farm. He gave 
me his advice about handling the farm and the sale and the 
price. He said, ‘You will leave there, but not in a hurry because 
you must hold out for your price for it. We worked for that place; 
we worked from scratch upwards. Now it is worth much more 
than it cost us except for our labor, which means that you must 
be compensated. You must remember all these things and get the 
proper valuation, but never go right into the city.’ (I never could 
live in a city.) 

“My husband told me that it was good when God called him 
home, that he was too sick to live. I was in a coma when I went 
[true]. I opened my eyes, and there was my mother. He loved 
his mother, who is also in spirit. 

“‘Your husband is saying that the boy has been over some time. 
Our son has been over almost twenty years. Mrs. Twigg said he 
was a beautiful spirit. He was a boy who never thought of him- 
self, and he says he is working with the birds. He likes birds. 

“What is wrong with his chest?’ Mrs. Twigg asked. 

“He had asthma,’ I replied. 

“Then she said, “Your husband used to love music [right], and 
he will always reach you through music. And he says to tell you 
that you are filled with sunshine. 

“Do you know about the machinery that your husband bought 
for the farm? He says he paid a great deal of money for it, and 
he wants you to see that it is kept clean. 

“‘He liked horses too. He used to ride. He had a wonderful 
way with animals, didn’t he? [Yes.] 

“‘He liked his own place, and he was best suited when people 
came to his place. He wouldn’t go to anybody else’s house. “Let 
them come here,” he would say [entirely true].’ 

“There were many more evidential things. I would say that 
about go percent of the material was accurate, about 10 percent 
either wrong or vague. But of course, the most important aspect 
of the sitting was not what was said but the personality that com- 
municated—the enlightenment it gave me and the proof of an un- 
obstructed universe.” 


? 


THE VICTIMS 


There is no heartbreak that equals the pain of loss through sense- 
less crime or violence. Here the psychic or medium has a twofold 
challenge: to help the bereaved bear their sorrow and to assist 
law-enforcement officers (when possible) in the solution of the 
crime, leading to the apprehension of the criminal. 

Earlier Canon Pearce-Higgins related how Ena’s clues helped 
authorities locate the body of a missing six-year-old girl in Van- 
couver, Canada. In another, happier case Mrs. Twigg was able 
to reassure parents that their “missing” daughter was alive and 
would turn up within a few months—and she did. 

In one sitting Mrs. Twigg discovered that the sitter had bought 
a gun and planned to go home to kill his wife. She was able to 
dissuade the distracted man from his murder plan. Many years 
ago a sitting revealed to an American mother that her deceased 
daughter had in reality been murdered—possibly by her husband. 

Because all information about work done with law-enforcement 
authorities must be kept confidential, we present here a few of 
the cases involving crime and violence to which Mrs. Twigg’s me- 
diumship has brought a measure of help and comfort. 
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JOHN 


John Tomlinson, teen-age son of an Episcopal minister, was 
murdered as he sat in a parked car in Bordentown, New Jersey, 
on October 19, 1969. A college acquaintance who admitted to 
having been a user of LSD and hashish, confessed to the fatal 
stabbing and blamed it on a relapse. The young man was con- 
victed of second-degree murder and sentenced to a maximum 
term of twenty-five years. 

The following summer John’s parents, the Reverend and Mrs. 
Edwin S. Tomlinson, of St. Peter’s Episcopal Church, in Washing- 
ton, New Jersey, attended the Spiritual Frontiers Fellowship Con- 
ference in London. While there, they were among those selected 
for a sitting with Ena Twigg. 

The Reverend Tomlinson reports some of the highlights of the 
sitting. They include these comments: 

“Ena correctly assessed John’s age as nineteen. Speaking of his 
death, she quoted John as saying, ‘I passed like that [snap of the 
fingers]. This was not a sickness. I was killed. My head was hurt 
and my back and my shoulder.’ John’s autopsy revealed that he 
had over seventy knife wounds in his body, and the areas men- 
tioned were among the first struck. Also, John may have hit his 
head as he fell trying to get out of the car. 

“Ena said of John, ‘He wasn’t a boy that got mixed up in the 
drug scene; by that I mean he wasn’t taking it himself, but he 
was involved.’ And then she quoted John directly: ‘It got too 
much for me; I couldn’t straighten him out. I gave everything, 
Mom, to try to get him on his feet again.’ 

“Our son was a religious boy, and he had plans to study for 
the ministry. He was interested in fighting drug addiction. A close 
college friend of John’s told me that he had been trying to help 
his slayer and others who were known drug-users. 

“We were very impressed with the fact that Ena learned from 
John that the day following the interview was our wedding an- 
niversary. T’ll be with you tomorrow,’ John said. ‘I managed this 
today to wish you a happy anniversary tomorrow. Have a real 
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good celebration, will you, because I'll be involved with it. I want 
you to be as happy as possible.’ 

“John had several things to say about the church: “Thank you 
for the prayers said in church in my memory and the flowers they 
put on the altar. You can put much more in your sermon now, 
Dad, can’t you, because you understand? I'll try to stand behind 
you now and feed you my ideas about what’s going to reach 
them,’ 

“These could have been general observations thrown in by Mrs. 
Twigg, but they sounded very like John, especially the business 
about the sermons. John, at another point, urged me to continue 
my work with young people and to help them all I could. 

“John loved music. He sang in the church choir and school 
choral groups; he played the piano and was learning to play the 
banjo,’ Ena Twigg said. ‘He liked music. As I’m listening now, 
I can hear the most lovely music, and this is something that 
helped him. And if you go into your church and just have some 
organ music. . . you don’t have to have a congregation . . . just 
you and his mother together, this is one way of breaking through 
to you. He’s got the music, but he wants you to hear your earth 
music, you see.’ 

“John had won a book about Spain as a Spanish prize when 
he graduated from prep school. There was no way for Ena to 
have known about this, yet she reported John as saying, “You can 
keep my books, Dad . . . and my one prize.’ She added, ‘He's 
got a book as a prize,’ 

“Through Ena and John we made contact with other members 
of the family who are deceased. Ena revealed that John’s maternal 
grandmother had met him when he ‘came over.’ (They had been 
very close in life.) Also, my stepmother and John’s two grand- 
fathers, including someone with a moustache. This could be either 
my own grandfather or my uncle. While we were trying to find 
out whom the moustache belonged to, Ena said John playfully 
tried to draw one on her . . . a typical maneuver, as he liked 
to clown around. Ena said she could see the whole family—mine 
and my wife’s—together, smiling and shaking hands and wishing 
us a happy anniversary. 

“Through Ena, John spoke of his fondness for his sister Lynne; 
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this was true. “They were very close, Ena said. She placed their 
ages as two years apart. Actually, it is twenty months, but at the 
time of his death John was nineteen and Lynne seventeen. 

“John cautioned Lynne about the future: ‘Tell her not to try 
her wings too soon. She’s going to hurt herself if she does get 
out of her depth. I don’t want her to be hurt. Give her my love.’ 
This was the closest thing to a prediction that came from the in- 
terview, but it is too early yet to tell how meaningful it will be. 
She is currently in the throes of a major decision that could be 
critical for her future. 

“There were times when some of what Ena said was unclear. 
It was hard to tell if it was she who was speaking or John. She 
seemed to function as a go-between, facing away from us, then 
back to us again, addressing the air as if John were physically 
by her side, fielding her questions. We had brought a watch of 
John’s with us at Ena’s request. He had been wearing it when 
he was killed. Ena did not know what article we had brought, 
but John piped up during the interview, ‘Glad you’ve got my 
watch.’ 

“We both had the definite feeling of his presence but did not 
‘see’ him at any time. At the end I found myself emotionally 
shaken and somewhat saddened by some of the memories the in- 
terview triggered, but overall I was happy and relieved at the 
experience and reassured about my son. Ena told us several things 
that heartened us and reinforced the deep relationship we had 
known with John in life, but it was hard at times to tell if these 
assurances were coming from him or from her, recognizing our 
need for them.” 


CAROLYN 


Carolyn Douglass, now a psychiatric nurse, met her first hus- 
band when she was working in a hospital in Chicago. He was 
an orthopedic patient at the time. When he was discharged, they 
were married. They had two blue-eyed sons, brown-haired Drake 
and blond Brian. 

The marriage ended in divorce, and some time later Carolyn 
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remarried. Then in 1963, when Drake was eight and Brian six, 
the two boys were kidnapped by their father as they were playing 
in the yard outside their home. 

At first Carolyn was hopeful that the three of them could be 
found. Her former husband had some rather distinctive character- 
istics that the police were sure would lead to discovery. For ex- 
ample, his leg had been amputated five inches above the knee, 
so that he wore an artificial limb. He was a health-food cultist 
and frequented stores where such foods could be purchased. The 
boys had distinguishing scars. But clue after clue evaporated, and 
they seemed to have vanished without a trace. 

In recent years the sorrowing mother has found spiritual 
strength and has developed remarkable healing power working 
with Rey. Paul Higgins at the Richards Street United Methodist 
Church in Joliet, Illinois. So naturally when Higgins, one of the 
founders and the first president of the Spiritual Frontiers Fellow- 
ship, organized the seminar in England, Carolyn Douglass went 
along. Carolyn was one of the fortunate few selected for a private 
sitting with Ena Twigg. 

“A great deal of the sitting dealt with my own spiritual develop- 
ment,” Carolyn recalled. “Mrs. Twigg also covered some of the 
elements in my present marriage. Then I asked her if she could 
tell me something about my boys, and the following exchange 
took place”: 


Twice: You must live in California. 

Dovctass: No, but do theyP 

Twice: Well, I was just shown a map of California. 

Dovctass: Are they all right? 

Twice: I don’t know, dear, Did you have three? 

Dovuctass: I had two, and then I adopted a boy and a girl. 

Twice: Don’t worry. We are all in God’s hands, They are not 
in the spirit world. They are not. They would have come immedi- 
ately. I am not getting a direct message, but I feel all is well with 
them. Would one be sixteen now? 

Douc.ass: Yes, fifteen and a half. 

Twicc: What a dreadful thing to happen. What happened 
then? 


Dovuctass;: My husband had had mental problems. And after 
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getting along and taking care of the children myself, I met this 
other man, and we were married. And then he showed up and 


kidnapped the children. 


“I came away from the sitting with a strong feeling that the 
children were alive and well, and that was some help, and that 
after a time—I don’t know just when—we will be reunited. Per- 
haps I have to reach a stage in my spiritual development—or there 
is some reason that I don’t understand. 

“But shortly after we returned home, the most wonderful thing 
happened. I received a recent picture of the two boys from my 
former husband’s stepmother. The picture came from California, 
but she does not know where they are either. Her husband kicked 
her out of the house when she became old and could not work. 
But this is how the picture came to me. The boy’s father sent 
the picture to relatives in Poland and they sent it to the step- 
mother and she sent it to me. I feel it was a sign and that the 
rest will come one day too.” 


KATHY 


Mrs. Kay Greene, of Honolulu, Hawaii, lost her twenty-six- 
year-old daughter, Kathy, in an accident in September, 1968, in 
San Francisco. The only witness (in a car behind Kathy’s) said 
it happened so fast he could not believe his eyes. 

“I shared an unusually close relationship with my daughter, and 
for two years after her death I ‘mentally communicated’ with her,” 
Mrs. Greene says. “On September twenty-eighth, 1970, I visited 
Mrs. Twigg in the hope of achieving a more direct communica- 
tion. 

“Before the sitting Mrs. Twigg chatted briefly with me. She had 
just attended a seminar on Mideast problems between Egypt and 
Israel and said that a number of American senators were there 
too. Mrs. Twigg remarked that if we in our world were really 
anxious to solve the situation, we would listen when advised on 
what to do from the other world. She said that former President 
John Kennedy was often at the meetings, for he was still very 


268 


FROM THE SITTERS 


much concerned with what happened to our country. However, 
she said, the advice was seldom taken, but it would only be a 
matter of time until they would have to listen, and would. 

“As the sitting began, Mrs. Twigg indicated that someone was 
eagerly trying to come through to talk with me. ‘Oh, Mother, 
Mother, Mother—dear Mama—Mother!’ she was repeating over 


and over again. 


“By the way Mrs. Twigg was saying it, I could hear my Kathy 
bubbling over to greet me. It sounded just like her. From there 
on the conversation went like this: 


Mrs. Twicc/KatTHy 


This is a beautiful, exquisite girl 
—she is perhaps twenty-one. 


Well, she doesn’t look it—she 
looks more like twenty-one and is 
a delicate and fragile and beauti- 
ful girl; her hair is like a golden 
halo and shines like spun gold 
over her head. . . . She is slightly 
taller than you. [Aside, to her left 
shoulder] Yes, dear, yes—just put 
it on my vibration, and I will get 
it all right. . . . You are doing it 
right. . . . Oh, Mama, I love you 
so much.... I could not tell 
you, Mama; it happened so fast. 
. - » She says to tell you she was 
sorry to hurt you so but that it just 
happened so fast, that she was 
tired and unhappy. [Aside, to her 
left shoulder] Yes, dear, I know 
this was the greatest pain she has 
ever known—I will tell her. She 
says she could not help it—that it 
just happened—and that she did 
not mean to hurt you and the 
people who loved her so much. 


Mrs. GREENE 


She is twenty-seven. 


Good description. 
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Mrs. Twicc/Katuy 


[Aside, to her left shoulder] Yes, 
I know, darling. I know you had 
to make her come here. I know 
you made it possible for her to 
come to England. 


I am so glad you are here—I have 
been talking to you and I know 
you hear me and one time I came 
to you when you were asleep and 
you came with me to see that I 
was all right, but you had to now 
once and for all. 
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I used money for the trip from 
the sale of some stock I bought 
with insurance money she had 
left to me. 


About three weeks after her 
death, when I was really feeling 
the hurt of it, I seemed to start 
to withdraw from everything. I 
frankly did not want to live, ex- 
cept that I had another daughter, 
and dear ones I must live for. 
. . . I did not know how I could 
go on, and particularly I had to 
know I would see her again. I 
fell asleep one night, and in my 
dream I saw her. She was in a 
pink chiffon dress, and her cheeks 
and eyes seemed to glow with a 
beautiful translucence, like fine 
china. I was so happy to see her 
I said, “Honey, I am so glad to 
have you back. I have missed you 
so much.” She looked at me with 
those beautiful eyes and said, “I 
am not back, Mother; you have 
joined me.” I did not feel any- 
thing but joy to see her, but she 
said, “But you must return, you 
know.” She held my hands in 
hers and we looked deeply into 
each other’s eyes and I felt the 
total love that we had shared 
since her birth. When I awoke, 
my hands were laying open be- 
side my body, on top of the 
coverlet, and I was filled with a 
sweet peace and J knew the wild 
crying would end. 
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She says something about pic- 
tures. It is about two pictures— 
a large one and a small one—and 
there are roses. She says, “Thanks 
for the roses, Mother.” She says 
there are small pictures of her in 
your purse. 


She is talking about a room of 
hers that you kept—about some- 
where that you kept her clothes 
and things of hers still at home. 


She says you have on her wrist- 
watch and that you have with you 
her purse and that there are some 
scarves of hers that you brought 
with you, and some gloves. 


She is talking about her things at 
home, and there are some cards 
of hers that you found. 


She is trying to give you these 
things so you will know it is she 
talking to you. She says you have 
her things all around you at 
home. 


She is saying she should never 
have taken the car and gone that 
night. She is saying there was a 
telephone call to you—and you 
were so stunned and could not 
believe it. Did you know that she 
stood beside you with her arms 
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Mrs. GREENE 


When I left to go to Europe, I 
took a large picture of Kathy and 
some small ones of her in my bill- 
fold. I had put the large picture 
of Kathy on the dresser in my 
hotel room wherever I went, and 
that morning I had picked up a 
bouquet of roses from a street 
stand and put them beside her 
picture. 


Yes. 


I was wearing the wristwatch. 
Yes. I had five of her scarves and 
three pairs of kid gloves that be- 
longed to her. I always feel close 
to her when I wear anything that 
belonged to her. 


While preparing for Christmas 
that first year, I had been so 
comforted to find among her 
things some Christmas cards she 
had made herself. 


When we sold our home and 
moved into an apartment in Hon- 
olulu, I used her paintings, pot- 
tery, sculpture, and other art 
objects as the basic decorating 
theme for the apartment. 


I had just arrived at my desk at 
the Coast Guard office in Hono- 
lulu when the telephone rang and 
a police officer asked if anyone 
was in the room with me, As he 
broke the news to me, I felt my 
world breaking up. I heard some- 
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Mrs. Twicc/Katuy 


around you as you got the call so 
that it would not hurt so much 
and to help you bear it? Did you 
know she was with you all the 
time? 

She is saying how much she loves 
her dad—she is not calling him 
Dad. She says, “Tell him I love 
him as much as I always have 
and that he is not getting old just 
because his hair is going back a 
little. I still think it was the 
greatest thing that ever hap- 
pened when you married him, 
Mama.” She is calling him—yes, 
dear—she is calling him dear 
Robert. 


She is saying something about the 
water. Did Kathy like the water? 


Do you know what she has on? It 
is nothing but a white bottom and 
top. She says something about 
surfing. She is saying that some- 
one was “too pudgy.” 


“Oh, Mama, don’t you dare tell 
her I said that!” 


She is showing me a ring, and 
she is saying, “Look—a ring. She 
got married in the spring; 
a happy ring!” 


She says something about you will 
have grandchildren to keep you 
busy; no—she says there are al- 
ready grandchildren and that she 
has been married before. Is one of 
the children four? 
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one sobbing and screaming; it 
finally registered with me that the 
screaming was my own and that 
my life had just ended because 
my Kathy was gone. 


My husband and I were married 
in 1963, after five years of com- 
panionship, and Kathy had been 
particularly happy because she 
was very fond of my husband. 
She called him dear Robert all of 
the time and teased him about 
growing old. 


I was struck by the fact that Mrs. 
Twigg used her name, which I 
purposely had not done. 


She had a white bikini-type bath- 
ing suit. Her sister had tried to 
wear it, but it was too small for 
her. I laughed and said, “Wait 
until I tell her that!” 


This was said in Kathy’s voice. 


Her sister Karin was happily mar- 
ried in April. 


Mikey is four; Brenda is seven. 
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There is an initial [Mrs. Twigg 
gave it]. There is a shadow over 
that name. 


There is another [Mrs. Twigg 
gave the name]. That is a happy 
one. She says to tell him nothing 
has changed between them, that 
although the gulf seems wide, it 
is only a step, and that she is with 
him all of the time. She sends 
him her love and says that—one 
day he will wunderstand—that 
theirs is an eternal association and 
that she will never leave him. 


There is a man-—she says this man 
says he must greet you. [Mrs. 
Twigg gave a good description of 
the man.] I see a wheat field— 
this man has a large farm, and he 
says to tell you that he met her 
and that she is with him. She is 
saying, “Oh, Mama, he was truly 
an angel; he met me and said, 
“You are home now, honey. Come 
with me and rest for a while’; and 
he took me to his farm just like 
when I was a little girl.” 


She is saying that she had very 
little adjusting to do because of 
the way you and her other loved 
ones were brave, and she says it 
has helped her to grow and pro- 
gress so fast. She says, “Mama, 
they gave me a job right away.” 
She says she is giving art lessons 
to all of the people who had 
wanted them but had never been 
able to take them before. She is 
saying that she is so happy and 
satisfied with it. 
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Mrs. GREENE 


Yes, I understand. Kathy had 
been married for five years, but 
the marriage ended in a divorce. 


I did not have to be told that this 
was an eternal relationship; an in- 
cident concerning a huge bouquet 
of pink carnations that refused to 
become wilted when all the other 
flowers had died caused me to ex- 
amine the card and find his name. 


Kathy loved her grandfather. 
During the summer months 
whenever possible, she and her 
sister spent the time on his ranch 
in northern Idaho. He passed on 
in 1952. 


This was typical of Kathy—never 
could sit still a minute, Being 
without a job, even in heaven, 
would be unthinkable for her. 
Kathy held a master’s degree in 
art. 
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Mrs. Twicc/Katuy 


She says now she will show her- 
self more often to you and her 
friends and family, that she can 
only do this if it does not frighten 
any of you. She says that you 
know where she is and that your 
father, her grandfather, knows, 
and so long as none of you are 
frightened, she can contact you 
again. 


She is showing me a picture of 
the sea. It is beautifully blue, 
with a midnight-blue sky and a 
big silver moon shining on it so 
bright that the waves become a 
pathway, and she is saying, “This 
is what I love—this is home, and 


I love this country.” 


She says to tell her grandfather 
she has met his brother—the jolly 
one, Jesse. 


She says she loves you even more 
for the beautiful way the neces- 
sary things were done, and you 
are not to think about the little 
broken body but to know that she 
is completely free and that her 
loved ones have not bound her in 
any way and she is grateful to 
you for her progress. 
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In April, 1969, Kathy’s grand- 
father had a fantastic experience 
that completely changed his atti- 
tude about communication with 
those who had passed on. He was 
taken to a beautiful place by 
Kathy, who came into his room 
at the end of a long shaft of 
bright white light. She told him 
that this was where she stayed; 
she called it euphoria and then 
told him it was not a state but a 
state of being. My father now 
feels that one day Kathy will 
come and get him, and he has no 
fear of death. 


This is the view from our lanai in 
our apartment in Honolulu, 
twelve stories up and overlooking 
the Pacific Ocean, as I have seen 
it many times on moonlit nights. 
Mis. Twigg did not know any- 
thing about me at the time of 
the sitting. I had not told her I 
came from Hawaii, only America. 


My father had two brothers, Jesse 
and Arlie, who had passed on. It 
is true: Jesse was the most jolly. 


Thinking about her broken body 
has been such great pain for me. 


THE SEEKERS 


There are some who turn to mediumship and communication 
not for reasons of comfort or relief from pain but for enlighten- 
ment, spiritual refreshment and development, creative inspira- 
tion, or enlargement of the body of knowledge on this subject. 
Among these are to be found many clergymen, teachers, re- 
searchers, creative artists, and ordinary men and women who 
have attained a level of spiritual development which no longer 
requires evidential proof of survival. Here are some typical 
cases. 


REV, CANON WILLIAM V. RAUSCHER, 
RECTOR, 

CHRIST EPISCOPAL CHURCH OF 
WOODBURY, NEW JERSEY 


“I was president of the Spiritual Frontiers Fellowship at the 
time Rev. Bob Lewis and I were in England in the summer of 
1966. We were going to attend the annual conference of the 
Parapsychology Foundation in France. Of course, we visited with 
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my dear friend Canon John Pearce-Higgins, who is one of the 
moving spirits of the Churches’ Fellowship in England, and the 
canon thought he could arrange for us to see Ena Twigg. We 
were delighted, of course, since Bob and I have welcomed every 
opportunity to broaden and deepen our experience with medi- 
umship and the paranormal. 

“My impression of this charming couple (Harry and Ena) was 
one of complete sincerity. Mrs. Twigg picked up many character 
items about me that were quite accurate, but one part of the 
sitting was very evidential. First she asked me if I had an uncle 
in spirit, and I thought, Well, doesn’t everyone have an uncle 
in spirit? But I thought I would be cooperative, and I said, ‘Yes.’ 

“But then she threw me a curve. She said, ‘I smell alcohol,’ 
and then she went on to describe my Uncle Bob. ‘He is saying 
that he has to make amends because this man has been unhappy. 
In this world,” Ena went on, ‘he built a cage for himself, 
and then she said, “There are three on earth who still feel sad 
about the effect he had on their lives. And he is asking you to 
put it right, boy; can you? He had a very good brain, Mrs. Twigg 
said, ‘and he had been longing for a voice and had waited at the 
door to be understood. He is now accustomed to living in his en- 
vironment, but it is still gray. He knows his path to drink was 
a mistake, but he became neurotic, and now he finds a need for 
God and love and forgiveness. He sends his regards to Lillian, 
and you are to try to straighten it all out. The reason you came 
here was to help release him.’ 

“This and other details about the family were quite remark- 
able because it completely described to me the situation of my 
Uncle Bob, who was the only deceased uncle that I was really 
close to. Uncle Bob was very intelligent but never had advanced 
schooling. He became a great burden to the family, living with 
my aunt, in constant conflict with her two daughters over his 
drinking. One of the daughters is named Lillian. My Uncle 
Frank came through too—in a very evidential way. 

“Then Ena described an old churchman who was present and 
giving me his blessing. He said he was glad I was doing some of 
the things he taught me. The description of the entity given by 
Ena indicated to me that he was the Reverend Christopher 
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Snyder, who had guided me towards the ministry. My grand- 
mother gave me a message for my mother and called her by her 
name, Marie—and my mother’s name is Marie. 

“I am very much committed to the belief of the ongoing of 
consciousness, surviving bodily death. It isn’t one experience that 
convinces me of this, but when I group together all of the ex- 
periences I have had with people like Ena Twigg, Arthur Ford, 
Eileen Garrett, Douglas Johnson, James Wilkie, and a host of 
other known and unknown, I come up with a preponderance 
of evidence which leads me with facts, along with parapsycho- 
logical studies, to an increase of faith in survival. 

“My interest in the unknown and the Unseen was kindled in 
childhood by my grandfather, who was an old-time butcher, 
straw hat and all. But he was interested in hypnosis, and I sud- 
denly discovered that my grandfather was a fascinating person 
because he knew something that no one else knew. And he en- 
couraged me in my interest in the unknown. I would go to 
Newark with him for supplies, and while he was shopping, I 
found my way into a magic shop and my interest in magic was 
spurred. All through college and even in seminary I made all my 
extra money doing magic. 

“I went to college and while there became interested in Dr. 
Rhine’s work, and when I attended the Episcopal seminary in 
Philadelphia, I went to hear Rev. Arthur Ford and had my first 
experience with mediumship. It changed my whole thinking and 
ennobled my whole view of theology. It extended my view of 
God and the universe and things divine I had been struggling to 
grasp. 

“When I became a priest, I came into Spiritual Frontiers be- 
cause I think the Church has to recapture its whole presentation 
of the inner life of which it has always been thought to be the 
custodian. . . . Psychic research has given me insight into ways 
in which to present this to enable people to make a further leap 
of faith. If the Church can come back into focus in terms of 
prayer, life after death, and healing, this would give the Church 
strength and vitality. If the things that happened in the early 
Church aren’t true—if there are no healings today, if there is no 
reason to have a healing service, if life after death isn’t true, if 
prayer is merely a subconscious suggestion to ourselves—then 
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we are dealing with a dead past, an historical Christianity. Well, 
people don’t want an historical Christianity. They want a living, 
real, live Christ, a risen Christ in their life now. People’s prob- 
lems are the same now as ever. People are recognizing that the 
Church is spiritually bankrupt. 

“There is a tremendous interest in ESP. Why? Because we are 
in an era of interest in nonphysical reality such as we haven’t had 
for a long, long time. The whole psychic revolution is part of an 
underneath cosmic movement towards a new awareness—the 
Age of Aquarius. And I have found that by introducing these 
subjects, ESP is a way of reaching young people to create in them 
that ability to take that one step beyond material reality and em- 
brace the thought that there is a nonphysical reality. And me- 
diumship, if it has any relevancy, helps to affirm this; there is a 
continuity of material that comes through that I find to be so. 
And the whole theme of the Christian religion is the revelation 
of a higher understanding of life after death. The Easter story is 
of paramount importance, and if you remove the Easter story 
from the Christian faith, you don’t have a Church. Jesus had 
the capacity to demonstrate the survival of a total personality 
after death, and that was his great contribution. 

“Bob and I visited Ena and Harry Twigg again in July, 1971, 
not for a sitting but for tea and talk and to tape the answers to 
some questions for the book and for our own guidance. The 
canon was with us. 

“I asked Ena: ‘How would you like clergymen to treat a sen- 
sitive? What would you like the Church to think of you?’” 


Twice: I will tell you how the Church should be using a sen- 
sitive. . . . They could be used not necessarily in the church— 
that isn’t their place—but as a part of it. If the clergy haven't 
got spiritual vision, if they cannot see and hear, why don’t they 
consult somebody who really can see and hear? 

RauscuEr: Do you feel that the situation has changed in the 
years you have been in the work? And the Church’s attitude to- 
wards you? 

Twice: Yes, I am never on the defensive now. .. . I have 
nothing to defend. I try to carry the truth, I try to serve. I don’t 
know how I appear to other people, but I am very humble in- 
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side—I realize the terrific responsibilities of this work, and I 
realize that anything that comes through me can disturb a per- 
son for the rest of their lives, or it can help them remake their 
lives. . . . If you are on the right line of seership, the right line 
of sensitivity, you are in tune with minds that are inspired and 
can give you the right guidance. I can well see why the Church 
has to be cautious who and where they use a medium, but what 
I cannot understand is the moral cowardice of some churchmen 
who will utilize a medium and then lack moral courage to admit 
the source of their help and information. . . . But in the main, 
the clergy that I know have been very straightforward. . . . If 
they don’t want to say this came through an earthly channel, I 
don’t mind that, but if they will use what comes through and it 
can help to reshape their philosophy, I can understand that... . 
I don’t mind. . . . But what I can’t bear is for people to get on 
television or the radio or write in papers, magazines, books, and 
say one thing when they are on the box and then something 
completely different when they are away from it. This isn’t moral; 
it isn’t right... . 

RauscHER: What would you like to be remembered for? 

Twicc: I’ve been the messenger, not the message. I don’t 
think we are important. I think we are only important insofar as 
we are completely dedicated. There are four things absolutely 
essential for mediumship: One is the gift, second is the correct 
utilization of the gift and the use of it on the highest possible 
level, then complete dedication, and complete discipline. 

RauscHER: You believe that God has given you this gift? 

Twicc: I don’t know whether he gave it to me or wished it 
on me. ... . What I want to see happen is a new climate emerge 
concerning mediumship, You see, up to now everybody wants to 
take from the sensitive, and we give and we give willingly. We 
can serve, and if we can help somebody in trouble, I am cer- 
tainly going to do it. . . . But I am certainly not going to tolerate 
dimwits and five-minute experts rendering judgment. 

Rauscuer: You like to think, I am sure, that your work will 
help to change people’s consciousness. 

Twice: Yes, change their consciousness, but also that people 
would recognize what has been given and reshape their thinking 
and evaluate the essentials in life. Some people have got their 
centers all wrong. You know the Other Side says, “Keep dead 
on center. If you swing too much to the left or too much to the 
right, then you are not receiving correctly.” 
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Ravscuer: You wouldn’t want someone to go through their 
whole life relying on you or relying on a medium, would you? 

Twice: I wouldn’t have it. . . . I wouldn’t have it. 

Rauscuer: This is a healthy view of mediumship: that the 
person is aided and helped . . . and doesn’t use the medium for 
a crutch for their whole life. . 

Twice: In the initial stages if a person is in distress, I will give 
them a sitting. . . . I will do anything . . . and if they've got 
their proof of survival, I say, “Go away and use it.” If you have 
a recording, listen to it; go over it. Find out where they have 
been absolutely right. Go and make an analysis of it. Then you 
can come back in six months’ time, or sometimes you have to see 
them in three months’ time and then go on your way. I will 
see you once a year or once in two years. . . . You rely on what 
you have got and use this to rebuild your life. You can’t rely on 
the other world to take over all your responsibilities. It isn’t a 
featherbed—it is a place from whence you can gain strength and 
comfort . . . and when you need proof of survival, if the love 
tie is there, you will get your proof. And then the challenge is 
in your lap, and you have got to do something with what you 
have received. 

Rauscuer: I hope that you and Ruth [Brod] will include 
that the contribution of mediumship should be to add to faith. . . 
and to help them to go on to their own to help themselves. 

Twice: Why do you think Jesus chose disciples? He saw their 
latent psychic possibilities. ... He saw how they could be 
trained, reeducated, and brought within a fellowship. 

Pearce-Hiccins: A medium is concerned with making contact 
with entities on the Other Side... . 

Twice: No, no, John. . . . Nobody is exploring the depths or 
the heights of mediumship. . . . They have tried to pressure us 
into a little watertight compartment where the intellectuals want 
to keep us, give us a pat on the head, and pick us up when they 
need us. . . . Because I am absolutely certain that this break- 
through in the area of producing evidence of survival that we 
can accept—that I can accept, and I am highly critical—goes be- 
yond the fact that there is a level of consciousness in another 
dimension that is yet untouched. This is the area that should be 
opened up, and if I could, I would devote all of my time and 
energy more fully to that area of the unplumbed depths or 
heights. 
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REV. ROBERT J. LEWIS, 

RECTOR, 

ST. MARYS EPISCOPAL CHURCH OF 
HADDON HEIGHTS, NEW JERSEY 


“Bill [Rev. William V. Rauscher] and I went to see Ena Twigg 
because Canon John Pearce-Higgins thought we should have a 
sitting with her. Bill and I are active in the Spiritual Frontiers 
Fellowship, and at the time we were in England, 1966, he was 
the president of the SFF. We were both en route to the annual 
conference of the Parapsychology Foundation in France and 
stopped in England to visit with the canon and other friends of 
the Churches’ Fellowship, which we regard as a sister organi- 
zation. 

“The first thing that Mrs, Twigg said to me was that my grand- 
mother was with me and was talking with someone who ap- 
peared to be her sister. (That was right because they were very 
close. ) 

“Mrs. Twigg said that ‘they are so close to you, you should hear 
them talking—can’t you hear them talking? 

“Unfortunately I could neither see them nor hear them, but I 
was unusually close to both of them. I was raised in Taylor, just 
south of Scranton, Pennsylvania, in the coal region. My grand- 
mother raised me, pretty much. My grandfather died three years 
before I was born, and my grandmother always thought that I 
was the image of her husband. 

“On the other hand, she never showed more love towards me 
than she did to my brother, who had polio when he was three. 
She nursed him with great devotion. Both of my parents were 
working in Endicott, New York, for IBM. My parents spent thou- 
sands of dollars on my brother. All of the surgery he had as a 
child was terrible until he went to Shriner’s Hospital in Phila- 
delphia, where he was corrected and healed. 

“Needless to say, my grandmother had a tremendous influence 
on my background and my thinking. She was a Welsh Baptist 
and a very religious, prayerful woman, very puritanical and Vic- 
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torian. The Welsh were very psychic, and so was my grand- 
mother. 

“Later in life when I was grown and attending Philadelphia 
Divinity Episcopal Seminary, my grandmother had a brain hem- 
orrhage and lived for six years after that. I had a picture of her 
taken in the third year of her illness—so she is in a chair with a 
bed coat on. I had this picture sitting on a chest of drawers in 
my room at the seminary. 

“During the senior year you must take your canonical exams 
before the bishop and his examining chaplain; this is both a writ- 
ten and an oral test. This is the ax hanging over every seminarian’s 
head. It was the end of April when I bussed up to Bethlehem to 
take our two-day examination. After the exams were over, the 
bishop informed us that we had passed. On the way back to 
Philadelphia on the bus, I had an emotional time thinking how 
happy and proud my grandmother would have been knowing 
that I was to be ordained. She had passed two years before. 

“When I returned to the seminary, it was about an hour before 
Evensong—about four oclock—and I had a milkshake in the 
drugstore with one of my teachers. Then I had to rush upstairs 
and change for Evensong at 5 P.M. I washed and changed, and 
as I was tying my tie, I looked at my grandmother's picture and 
here it was soaking wet! The scarf on the chest of drawers was 
stained, there was water between the picture and the glass of 
the frame, and the back of the picture was beginning to buckle. 

“I called to a fellow student across the hall and asked if any- 
one in the seminary had been up in my room, fooling around with 
my grandmother’s picture. Everyone agreed that no one had 
been in the room at all. 

“I took the picture to Father Pottel, a professor of Greek and 
the New Testament. He was a very superstitious man, and when 
he saw the picture, he got quite frightened because he was posi- 
tive no one had been on the third floor, where my room was. 

“Bill came down to the room to see if I was ready to go to 
Evensong. I showed him the picture, and he didn’t know what 
to make of it either. During the Evensong we started to sing the 
Welsh tune “Jesus, Lover of My Soul.” It was during that hymn, 
which had been one of my grandmother's favorites, as well as 


282 FROM THE SITTERS 


mine, that I had this psychic-mystical feeling that she was tell- 
ing me that she knew about my exams and that she had reacted 
in the way most typical for her: She cried. My grandmother cried 
in joy and in sorrow. She did that when I spoke in school, when 
I was in the band, whenever she saw me in the choir, or anything 
—she cried. This was typical of her. And then I knew why the 
picture was wet: It had cried for joy! 

“It was therefore quite natural for Grandmother to dominate 
the séance at Mrs. Twigg’s. She warned that my brother David 
was going to have great difficulty in his marriage, and she even 
brought my brother’s father-in-law in spirit, Walter, to tell us that 
they were doing everything possible to make the marriage work. 
When Walter came through, it really rang bells because he had 
exhibited influence in this situation before, which seemed 
strange to us; he even worked through my brother in manner- 
isms, and gradually my brother had taken on many of Walter’s 
characteristics, particularly at table. Unfortunately, their com- 
bined efforts failed, and the marriage broke up. 

“Then Mrs. Twigg said, “President Kennedy is here, and he 
never comes into the room unless he has met you and has been 
with you. Have you ever been with him?” 

“I said, ‘Yes, on one occasion.’ I was rector at St. Paul’s in 
Harrisburg. President Kennedy was coming to the annual Demo- 
cratic state dinner and I was asked to give the invocation. I was 
thrilled. As I gave the invocation, President Kennedy was on my 
right, and Governor David Lawrence was on my left. The gov- 
ernor had introduced me to the President before the head table 
filed in, and we had a little chat. I was terribly impressed with 
him. First of all I did not realize he was as tall as he was or as 
broad—he was a very impressive figure. Ena picked up his pres- 
ence and assured me that he never appeared unless he had been 
with you at some time. He had given her a sign indicating that 
we had met before. 

“There were other evidential facts in the communication, but 
my real interest is in exploring and learning. I am interested in 
the mystical, which I believe is the true mission of the Church. 
I feel that psychic phenomena can be a terrific stepping-stone 
towards a level of mystical awareness. I feel that this is true in 
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most of the lives of the Christians that I’ve read and been aware 
of. It has been an ascent, a journey—it’s not a teleportation; it 
is not all that easy. It takes a terrific amount of development to 
reach a mystical level, even though I agree with most mystical 
theologians that it is not what you do, but that it is what comes 
to you. On the other hand, in reading the lives of the mystics, 
they have all been prepared and at a level where grace can 
reach them.” 


SIR VICTOR GODDARD AND 
DOUGLAS FAWCETT 


“When I went to Ena, I had never been to a medium before,” 
Sir Victor said. “She took me into her little chapel and she said, 
‘Give me something to hold.’ I gave her a little gold watch and 
chain to hold, not surmising what the consequence of that 
would be. It was a watch given to me by my mother. 

“Ena presently said, “There is a little lady by my side, very 
shy. She is standing near your home, and she is showing me the 
walled garden and a lot of glass. . . ’ This mystified me. I did 
not recognize the scene; I did not then realize that my mother 
was shyly conveying to Ena Twigg not by words but by pictures 
what she was seeing, and Ena was trying to translate her pictures 
into words. In retrospect I recognized that my mother had given 
a complete description of the big glass picture window in the 
living room of my home in Brasted, Kent, of the walls around 
the sunken garden—none of which my mother had ever seen; she 
died before I moved there. Nor, of course, had Ena Twigg seen 
the place, and I was busy thinking about the old homes that my 
mother knew, so the pictures Ena received were not in my mind. 

“On another occasion I persuaded my mother to use words— 
to talk. Slowly, at first, she did so. Then much more fluently, 
she told me various things about myself which were quite true; 
some were not altogether comfortable, but she firmly established 
herself as my mother, and she said, ‘Now that you have opened 
the door, don’t shut it again!’ 

“My purpose in going to Ena was, however, not to talk to my 
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mother. I had not thought of doing so. I wanted to contact 
Douglas Fawcett. So when we went downstairs after my first 
session and Ena asked me how the sitting was, I said, ‘I was 
delighted to meet my mother, and it was very evidential, but I 
had been hoping to talk to another friend of mine’ 

“She said, ‘Do you mean a big man who was trying to barge in 
all the time and was very impatient because your mother was 
there and he couldn’t get a word in?” 

“I said, ‘I didn’t know; you didn’t tell me.’ 

“He is tall, about six feet two,’ Ena said, and then she went 
on with a precise description of Fawcett and added, ‘He is still 
here!’ 

“On that first occasion, Ena did not go into a trance; she re- 
mained fully conscious. But on subsequent occasions, trusting 
me, she would go into trance. Then she might sit back in her 
chair, her legs crossed and stretched out, and she might go 
through the motion of adjusting the eyeglass which Fawcett wore 
over his blind eye—a typical mannerism. She might use any of 
his mannerisms and his personal figures of speech. It wasn’t so 
much the information that was conveyed as the manner of its 
conveying in speech, in action, and in gesture that carried con- 
viction of the living presence of the man as I knew him. She 
was in trance, and he was quite evidently using her body for the 
communication of his thoughts and of his presence to me.” 

Ena Twigg gave Sir Victor a sitting on August 31, 1961, at the 
College of Psychic Studies. Sir Victor explained: “Before begin- 
ning the session, I gave Ena the wristwatch which had belonged 
to Fawcett and which he had left to me when he died. On this 
particular day, in the evening, I was to give a talk to the College 
of Psychic Studies on “The Linkup—Preliminary Thoughts on 
the Psychical Study of Ultraphysical Phenomena.’ I explained to 
the ‘Douglas Fawcett’ whom I was convinced was present in Ena 
that I felt bound to go straight ahead with the script I had 
prepared and that I would not be relying on his prompting me 
on how I should speak, as he had suggested in our talk on 
February fourteenth. I also said that I felt sure that he would be 
there, that I hoped I would not say anything that was mislead- 
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ing. I remarked also that I wanted to check something that I be- 
lieved he had said to me which I had included in my script.” 

The following are some of the relevant parts of Sir Victor’s 
notes on the sitting—notes that he made the same day: 


Fawcett: My dear boy, this is wonderful. How did you know 
how to do itP It has never been like this before. I can talk di- 
rectly to you. Can you hear me? [He spoke slowly and with un- 
mistakable mannerisms. ] 

Gopparp: Yes, Douglas, I can hear you splendidly. I am very 
glad you have come. 

Fawcett: But it is very clever of you to have found this way. 

Gopparp: Douglas, it’s not clever of me; it’s clever of you! This 
is the lady of whom I spoke last week when I said that I wanted 
te talk with you through her. 

Fawcett: But damn it, her father [i.e., her control] held me 
back, wouldn’t let me come through until I had proved myself. 
He wouldn’t take my word for it. I had to prove myself, but I 
did it, didn’t IP—over the watch. [He chuckled and went on with 
some talk which was relevant but is not remembered now. He 
was full of joy.] 

Gopparp: I have to do that talk at the college this evening, 
Douglas, and I want to say that I am a very weak mortal and 
not sufficiently trusting of being able to make myself available 
to your prompting. 

Fawcett: No, my boy, never mind; you'll be all right. I shall 
be here behind you. You ought not to be worried with a little 
audience like that. You are such an experienced speaker talking 
to big audiences and “brass hats.” 

Gopparp: But you'll remember that Peter fell through when 
he first tried to walk on the water. 

Fawcett: Yes, I know; you'll get it in time. 

Gopparp: I particularly want to check with you one thing you 
said, or I think you said to me, through [a certain medium], some- 
thing I want to repeat this evening, but I don’t want to attribute 
it to you if you didn’t say it. May I read it to you? 

Fawcett: Yes, go ahead. 

Gopparp: Well, it’s about these radionics things. First, I will 
repeat my question, which was: “But D. F., is it true or not true 
that some of these radionics equipments have been designed by 
scientists and engineers—or by a scientist and an engineer—in your 
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plane of living?” And then your reply: “My dear boy, everything 
that comes to your physical world that is new and has never been 
done before originates in a realm above. Men do not invent by 
their own powers; they are inspired. That applies to everything, 
but the rightness of what is done depends much on the right- 
mindedness of the receiver.” 

Fawcett: It is such a real pleasure to have you talking to me 
like this. Yes, indeed, I did say all that, and I'll add to it, but 
first define for me “originate”’—“original thought,” “original idea.” 
[That was typical of the philosopher in him. He was always a 
stickler for definitions and what you meant by the words you 
used.] The man in his workshop trying to make something new. 
The man in the laboratory trying to find out something new. What 
they make and what they find are not their own inventions. They 
are given to them. But when they are given, the giver hopes that 
the results will be put to proper uses. They cannot prevent people 
putting things to wrong uses; they can only try to influence. There 
is a vast accumulation here of all the great workers of the past 
who are still pursuing their heartfelt longings for the good of man- 
kind, doing work in fields where it is difficult to learn. It is neces- 
sary that workers in your world should learn to recognize 
inspiration from those here who are endeavoring to project ideas 
and methods to offer the store of knowledge of all things that we 
have ever thought or done, but they can be balked, and they often 
find that their ideas are balked. If you open up these channels 
of inspiration and aspiration, what is brought through must go 
to the most spiritual purposes. You say that you are in search 
of truth. That is spirit. All truth is spiritual. As far as I can see 
from here [he was making a joke about not needing his glasses 
anymore], truth equals spirit, 

Gopparp: Thank you, Douglas. I shall add into my lecture that 
bit. [I was hastily making notes.] 

Fawcett: You needn't write it down; you won’t forget it. 

Gopparp: I can’t see you, but you seem to be able to see me. 
I wonder what I look like to you. 

Fawcett: Pretty dusty. It'll brush off. There are a lot of things 
you have done and see that you wish you hadn’t. Never mind; 
you are trying to find the way, but it’s a pity you didn’t see the 
way more clearly when you were much younger. It’s yourself you 
have to find, you know. 


Gopparp; That’s what I’ve heard and never properly under- 
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stood. Self-forgetfulness is supposed to be the most virtuous state, 
but now I’m told that I ought to be more self-conscious. [That 
is, I know, an expression with two quite contrary meanings.] I 
have never much cared for the quest of self; the quest of truth, 
wisdom, and goodness is more acceptable as an aim. 

Fawcett: Yes, but don’t you see that the self is the only in- 
strument you have for doing good? If you don’t know the self, 
you don’t know what the instrument is really like or how it should 
be used. You are potentially capable of doing immense good to 
your fellow men once you know yourself properly. Had you known 
it years ago, you could have done so much good to thousands. 

Gopparp: Thank you, D. F. You are a great help to my un- 
derstanding. Please do not weary trying to help me. 

Fawcett: You'll do all right, and I shall be with you tonight, 
but you know I’m relatively a “new boy” myself. [This showed 
me that he had read or knew what was in my lecture, for in it 
I had written a dissertation on being a “new boy” in the study 
of the “new” world.] I haven’t mastered the modus operandi. All 
that I have gained, experienced, since I left your world I have 
tried to convey to you through five mediums, with good, bad, 
and indifferent results, and [this was incidental] I am glad to 
have met your mother. I would not have met her but for her being 
so interested in your writings about matter, mind, and spirit. 
When you were writing an article about thai, I found her taking 
a keen interest in what you were doing. You are needing a field 
of activity in which you could be a worker yourself. You should 
study the development of mediumship in its various stages, but 
I know that for the time being you must spend much of your 
time getting material for your book. [We spoke of a number of 
other things, and I thanked Fawcett for healing help given to 
someone who had never properly developed.] You know, Victor, 
she may seem much better to her mother, but it is a very difficult 
case. She has a very long way to go. You see, she isn’t really 
there. She is only an echo. You can’t say that she is much more 
than an echo. 

Gopparp: Of her mother? 

Fawcett: Yes, of her mother. She is swamped, enveloped, by 
her mother, There was, I know, a very difficult background. 

Gopparp: D. F., the fact that you have in effect answered the 
mother’s prayer makes me want to put a question to you about 
prayer. I was always taught to make prayers direct to God, to 
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God the Father, or to Jesus God the Son, not to any being on 
a lower plane, but seeing that you and others in your plane are 
able to answer prayer, it would be natural that one should sup- 
pose it right to pray to, or make prayer to, you. Forgive my em- 
barrassment; I somehow don’t think it right that we should make 
our prayers to you rather than to God. 

Fawcett: Why, yes, Victor, certainly you may pray for me 
if you wish to do so. 

Gopparp: [I cut him short.] No, Douglas, I was not asking 
that. I would like you to tell me something about praying. Any- 
thing you would like to tell me. 

Fawcett: Well, I do not think that vain repetition is praying. 
I do not think it helpful to use hackneyed petitions. There is too 
much uttering of words and mouthing of platitudes. 

Gopparp: But Douglas, although I agree with you that there 
is too much heedless or even devout parroting of prayers, never- 
theless the mere saying of affirmations and prayers does induce 
a mental awareness of a state of worship in one’s own mind, and 
I would have thought it induced a state in oneself which is better, 
more propitious, for praying. 

Fawcett: You are one who could well practice praying with- 
out words. Can you not do as [I think he said] the angels do, 
and raise your arms over your head [and Mrs. Twigg raised both 
arms high, with her hands nearly together] in the shape of a “V,” 
with the apex going “up to heaven” [he said that figuratively, 
with a smile in his voice], showing that you are sending your gift 
of love to God, and then opening your stretched arms in the shape 
of a “V” the other way so that God may pour his power and 
grace and love into you? Do you understand? [The medium was 
already demonstrating the attitude of reception with her up- 
stretched arms.] Try that for your praying. You do not need to 
speak. God knows when you are truly sorry; you do not need 
to say it, and you must not reproach yourself for what is past. 
The past is past. You may give your love to God and then receive 
the love of God. Practice that way. You will find that you will 
be fortified and helped. Do I bore you? 

Gopparp: No, Douglas, you couldn’t. 

Fawcetr: Your prayers are valid according to their unselfish- 
ness, and also, they lead you, if they are unselfish, to self- 
realization and into the whole object of your life on earth. When 
you realize yourself, you can help thousands. 
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Gopparp: Thank you, D. F. Now ought I not to let you go? 
Are you not tired? 

Fawcett: No, it is all right. I will go when I am ready. I am 
so greatly enjoying talking to you, my friend. It is good that we 
are friends. 

Gopparp: But Douglas, I am not in the same class as you. All 
the same, I do regard you as a close friend. Closer than ever. 
You seem to understand so well even when you disapprove. 

Fawcett: Don’t bother about your defects and shortcomings. 
You have one virtue that I greatly admire. You have a simple 
desire to understand. That is good, and it is important. But you 
have much to do, and there is much you can do, but it would 
be best for you to work with a group. Where are you living now? 

Gopparp: My home is Brasted, where you came to stay. 

Fawcett: Yes, yes, of course, near where Winnie lives. 
[Winston Churchill’s house is a mile away as the crow flies.] 

Gopparp: Well, D. F., I wonder where the group that I should 
work with is to be. 

Fawcett: Does Westbourne Grove convey anything to you? 

Gopparp: Only Whiteley’s, and they’ve gone bust. [But in fact, 
a year later the brotherhood with which I was associated acquired 
premises for a central hall beside Westbourne Grove, and I 
worked with a group there.] 

Fawcett: Do you know someone called Philip, over here? 

Gopparp: Philip? 

Fawcett: Yes, Philip; he’s barged in on us. Wants to say hello 
to you. He had work to do with you. Has regard for you. Philip 
Sassoon. [Sir Philip Sassoon was Undersecretary of State for Air 
when I was starting the Cambridge University Air Squadron in 
which he was interested. Later he was Secretary of State for Air. 
He knew me, but not closely. I met him many times and went 
to his country house near Bamet.] What did you do together? 

Gopparp: You tell mel 

Fawcett: Something in the open air. Wide-open spaces. 

Gopparp: Cambridge University Air Squadron, Douglas. 

Fawcett: Well, there you are! I was just going to tell you. 
Did you know him? 

Gopparp: Yes, D. F., I knew him. He helped me. Please say 
hello from me. Is he a friend of yours, or is he gatecrashing? 

Fawcett: Oh, no, he’s very welcome. We know each other and 
are friends. [He seemed to be tiring a little, or the control must 
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have indicated that it was time to stop.] Well, my dear Victor, 
I must leave you now. It has been splendid being with you like 
this. Keep loving—it’s the finest ammunition. God bless you, old 
friend. Come again soon. 

Gopparp: Good-bye, Douglas. 

Fawcett: Say, “God bless you.” 

Gopparp: God bless you, Douglas. And when I say, “Good- 
bye,” I mean, “God bless you.” 

Fawcett: Yes, but I like “God bless you” best. God bless youl 

Govparp: God bless you and good-bye! 

Fawcett: Good-bye! [Ena Twigg then began to breathe 
deeply and come out of her trance.] 


Space does not permit the full reproduction of Douglas 
Fawcett’s conversations with Sir Victor, which run to hundreds 
of pages. Here, however, are two interesting quotes from sittings 
that were held in Ena Twigg’s home. Fawcett stated: “On 
earth we get caught up in our own concepts, our dogma, and 
our Own words. . . . We attach more importance than we should 
to individual names. . . . The names of the great initiators and 
exemplars have almost ceased to be the names of the men who 
lived. They have become symbols. The focus of the great 
spreading-out of ideas all need to be respected.” 

On another occasion he said, “And tell this to your conference 
at Oxford: Tell them I have been wrong in what I wrote in my 
books about the wondrous beauty of life in this world beyond 
earth life. Tell them I was wrong when I tried to describe the 
much greater and more wonderful state of beauty I found after 
death here—wrong because it is so much more beautiful than 
anything that words can possibly convey to you. In this time of 
gathering fear on earth, there is a great and wonderful gathering 
of high souls in heaven. The souls of such excellence, far beyond 
the highest to which I could ever aspire. But they are here in this 
world where I live. I am in their presence. We can see them and 
know that they are of our world. They are gathering to generate 
light. Do you understand, V. G.? Light to project through into 
the dark places on earth where great fear is now being gen- 
erated, For it is on earth, in your world, that the evil of great 
fear is being deliberately generated. But the immense gather- 
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ing and the concerting of light here to shine into your dark- 
ness. . . .” Douglas Fawcett’s voice began to fade a bit but then 
continued: “Do not let anyone tell you, V. G., that heaven is only 
a place of rest. It is a place of work. Wonderful work.” 


HORACE SILVER 


Horace Silver, a well-known jazz musician and composer, be- 
came interested in Spiritualism several years ago. A friend sug- 
gested he go to the Reverend Beulah Brown, since he was in 
New York at the time. 

As Silver, pianist, saxophonist, and composer, put it: “So I 
went to Reverend Brown—in fact, I’ve been going to her ever 
since because she has been very helpful to me—and I asked her 
in her opinion who were the great mediums in the world. She 
only named one, and that was Mrs. Twigg. She said that not only 
was Mrs. Twigg good, but honest.” 

In November, 1968, Silver took his group, the Horace Silver 
Quintet, on a European concert tour and ended up in London 
for a three-week club date. He telephoned Mrs. Twigg, and after 
he convinced her that he was not a thrill-seeker but sincerely 
interested, she agreed to see him. 

“I found her to be a beautiful, warm person. Mrs. Twigg and 
her husband made me feel at home right away,” Silver recalled. 
He said he took notes in his mind during the sitting and jotted 
them down on paper when he got back to his hotel. 

“It was like an old home gathering. . . . My mother was there, 
my brother John, and Grandmother and Grandfather on my 
mother’s side, and my music professor, Professor Schofield, and 
my godmother’s daughter, who had passed when she was about 
eighteen . . . all of these people identified for me,” Silver said. 

“My mother first of all described my apartment in detail and 
said that she comes and visits with me from time to time when 
I am practicing and composing. My brother said that he was 
happy that I was taking good care of my father, that he was re- 
tiring, and that I was looking after him.” (Silver's brother John, 
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he explained at one point, “had passed as a baby. He would 
have been older than I, and I never really knew him.”) 

Mrs. Twigg said she saw the wedding band pass between 
them, and this meant he would be married. “I really didn’t ex- 
pect to at that time,” Silver said, “but I married in September, 
1970.” 

During the sitting Professor Schofield told Silver he was help- 
ing him with his compositions. His mother said that he would 
be writing an important piece of music and that it would be 
published. Silver, who had already published a number of hits, 
said he didn’t know if his mother was referring to the piece he 
was currently working on, an extended three-part musical work 
titled “The United States of Mind, Phase One, Two, and Three.” 

He explained that Phase One dealt with self-awareness, Phase 
Two with self-control of the mind and body, and Phase Three 
with self-realization, the realization of the self as spirit, not as 
matter. The music was a combination of gospel, blues, rock, and 
swing-type jazz. As he completed each phase, it would be re- 
corded and issued by Blue Note Records. Silver said he planned 
to perform the finished work in concert at churches, colleges, and 
halls around the United States. 

“As far as what she [Mrs. Twigg] has predicted—you know, 
the marriage and this music—it has come true. Everything has 
been going fine. I don’t have my group at the moment because I 
purposely disbanded it to finish writing this music,” Silver said. 

“This music, to me, is a very important thing—not only in terms 
of my doing it, but it is an important thing for me to study my- 
self. In trying to know myself and control myself and come to a 
point of self-mastery, which is a hard job, this music has come 
through me, and I’m trying to share my little experience with 
whomever else is interested. 

“Until I got into this, I never really thought about doing lyrics. 
It sort of came as a shock that all these lyrics came through me. 
I feel I am really being helped from the Other Side. 

“After the reading was finished, we were all sitting around, 
having tea and cookies and talking. In the course of the conver- 
sation Mrs. Twigg mentioned the term “happy medium.” Some- 
thing clicked in my head, and I thought, That’s a groovy title for 
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a tune. So in my piece I used it. It is one of the tunes in Phase 
One.” 


Here are the lyrics for “The Happy Medium”: 


This way or that 

Which way should I go 

To find a happy medium 
Would help me I know. 


I need someone 

To show me the road 
To find a happy medium 
To lighten my load. 


You came along 

To show me the way 

To find a happy medium 
To brighten my day. 


Thank you, my friend 
For being so kind 

I found a happy medium 
Right here in my mind. 


DR. PATRICK REILLY 


Dr. Patrick Reilly is one of a family of seven extraordinary 
New Yorkers who all became physiotherapists. The Reilly 
Health Center in Rockefeller Center for years was a mecca for 
leaders in business, government, show business, and the arts 
seeking fitness and health. Dr. Harold Reilly, the oldest brother, 
who headed the institute, became closely associated with the late 
Edgar Cayce, who sent patients for “drugless therapy” treat- 
ments even before he had met the Reilly brothers. Central to the 
Reilly-Cayce concept of health is interdependence of spirit, mind, 
and body. It is natural that the Reillys, who are active in the 
Cayce organization, the Association for Research and Enlight- 
enment, should be interested in the entire field of parapsy- 
chology. 
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Dr. Patrick Reilly visited Ena Twigg in September, 1970. 
“Mrs. Twigg began speaking to somebody whom I couldn't see 
in the room. She told me she was speaking to my mother. My 
mother was telling her that I had had to work hard all my life. 
We were very poor, and I had been working as a little child. 
She was very proud of the success I had made of myself. 

“Then Mrs. Twigg said to me, ‘You know, you have healing 
hands.’ 

“I replied, ‘That is always nice to hear.’ Then she asked me 
what I did for a living, and I told her I was a physiotherapist 
and that I use my hands to heal in my work all of the time. Then 
she got back to my mother and how proud she was, not only of 
me but of the whole family and what a success we had made 
of ourselves. She was also grateful to me for how good I had been 
to her at the end of her life. 

“Then Mrs. Twigg said, ‘Just a minute now; there is somebody 
else this time trying to get through to you.’ She said this lady 
had passed over some time ago. ‘She died a very horrible death. 
She died of something around here,’ and she pointed to her 
lower abdomen. “This lady was quite a good artist. Do you know 
anyone like this?’ 

“I said, ‘Yes, I do.” I was thinking of my sister-in-law, Dr. 
Harold Reilly’s wife, who had passed away in 1958 and who was 
quite a good artist; she had belonged to Allied Artists. 

“Mrs. Twigg said, ‘She is trying to get through to you. She says 
she died in a coma. She took about a year to die.’ This was true. 
This is exactly how this sister-in-law had died. ‘She said she 
wants you and her husband to know she is fine and is doing very 
well.” That ended that part of the conversation. 

“Mrs. Twigg told me that my wife’s mother, who had died in 
1934, was with my mother and that they were quite friendly. 
Mrs. Twigg told me I would never want for anything all my life 
but that I would always have to work hard with my hands to 
get what I wanted.” 


MR. AND MRS, ANDRIJA PUHARICH 
Andrija Puharich, trained as a doctor, is a noted parapsy- 
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chologist and researcher. He and his wife, Ann, had a sitting with 
Mrs. Twigg in February, 1970. 

Ann Puharich was an assistant to Cesar Chavez in his efforts 
to unionize migrant farm workers. When Puharich first met her 
a few years ago, she was working for Stewart Mott, the philan- 
thropist, helping to administer his foundation. Mott’s sister, Mary 
Ann Meynet, is a director of the Bishop Pike Foundation, and 
it is through this connection that Ann Puharich met the bishop, 
who came through to her in her sitting with Mrs. Twigg. 

Puharich holds a medical degree, although he does not main- 
tain a medical practice. He did a great deal to bring José Arigo, 
the Brazilian psychic surgeon, to world attention, studying 
Arigo for seven years until the healer was killed in an automo- 
bile accident in 1970, a fate the controversial South American 
had predicted for himself. 

For ten years Puharich was executive director of the Round 
Table, in Maine, a research organization devoted to parapsy- 
chology. He wrote some of the earliest books on mescaline and 
psychedelic mushrooms, including Beyond Telepathy and The 
Sacred Mushroom. 

He has spent the last decade in developing a series of inven- 
tions that enable people suffering from nerve deafness to hear or 
to be taught to hear and speak by using other nerve paths to the 
brain, bypassing the ear. Most of these inventions are now in 
production. 

Following are some selected excerpts and Dr. Puharich’s 
evaluation of the “sitting”: 


Mrs. Twice PuHARICH 


This is a man who had a very Yes. 
creative mind. 


He has been in spirit some time, This is true. He is my father. 
and you were not there when he 

passed. 

He is saying you resemble him in True, he came from Yugoslavia. 
some ways. I come to Europe to True about the understanding. 
get him. .. . There is not com- 

plete understanding. 
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He understands you so much bet- 
ter now than he did, and he 
hopes you will forgive and forget. 


I feel he suffered a lot before he 
passed. 


He was very attached to his 
mother, who is here now. There 
was a child stillborn that was of 
your mother—another son. 


I want to wish you well on a 
project which is already in an 
embryonic state, a plan for in- 
vestigation among your own peo- 
ple into this subject. There is a 
group of you. I want to assure 
you that nothing but good can 
come of it if you go about it in 
the right way... . I am to tell 
you that you are to get into the 
deeper level of things so that you 
can experiment on a scientific 
basis. 


I feel it’s an experiment with you 
and your wife. Could you under- 
stand that? 


You two must hold together, and 
whatever you are investigating, 
don’t go into the psychiatric field. 
Deal rather with the whole per- 
son, not with disturbed person- 
alities. 


I want to give you a new area. I 
want you to work mind to mind 
telepathically. Can you do this? 
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PunARICH 


No way of checking. 


Actually, he had cancer of the 
prostate for many years, kept 
under control by medication. 


Yes. 


Yes, this is true. 


Actually, Ann has had some in- 
terest in psychiatric work. I 
haven't, as such. 


Yes. 
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Mrs. Twice 


There are five people involved in 
this . . . the nucleus of the new 
area of thinking . . . and I want 
to keep extreme religious feeling 
out of it. I want to base this 
scientifically. Do you follow that? 


You must live in an upstairs apart- 
ment with a very large room in 
it. It’s near a corner of a block. 


It has a very large room. It seems 
an ideal situation to bring these 
new projects into a start.... 
There we meet, we can talk, we 
can plan, and then we experi- 
ment. This seems very significant. 


And now we are going to do 
something with this [referring to 
this tape]. We are going to make 
an analysis of our percentages: 
errors or hits. 


I want to thank you for taking 
care of Mother because there is 
something wrong with Mother. 


There was something wrong in 
the area of the heart with your 
mother. 


Mother has a completely different 
personality from your father. She 
is much more simpatico. I am ter- 
ribly proud of you, for all you 
have achieved you have done on 
your own. . . . She congratulates 
you, and there is a second degree 
that you’ve got that she is very 
proud of. 
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Yes, I do. In November, 1970, I 
chaired a conference at Wain- 
wright House, “Exploring the 
Energy Fields of Man,” spon- 
sored by Life Energies Research, 
Inc. 


Yes. 


That is very clear. 


Actually, Ruth Brod and I were 
sitting in a room in an apart- 
ment, very much as Ena de- 
scribed, analyzing the tape of this 
very sitting and tallying the hits 
and misses. 


She passed on. 


In the region near the heart, not 
the heart itself. 


Actually, they were proud of my 
medical degree but distressed be- 
cause I wasn’t using it in a con- 
ventional way. . . big office, lots 
of patients . . . that I was more 
interested in research. 
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Grandmother was not austere but 
dignified and reserved. She didn’t 
know if this was going to be a 
successful marriage. She has 
watched it because you are 
temperamentally so different. But 
it’s good because you're disciplin- 
ing one another. You are both 
good for one another. 


They have been using you in your 
own work, and you have had a 
measure of success in the healing 
field. 


I think he means you are going 
to heal. Now that I look at your 
solar plexus, it is absolutely vi- 
brating with blue light. And do 
you understand: When you get 
with very sick people, you feel 
you go out to them. 


You and your wife have got a 
very tricky five years ahead of 
you. It’s all as if something is 
being molded and shaped, but 
it’s so jagged at the moment I 
can’t see it in any specific form. 
This is why I say these experi- 
ments are going to be terribly 
important. You are either linked 
with a hospital or an institution 
of some kind where there is a 
tremendous amount of prejudice 
against this. 


You must be a surgeon. 


You work with surgeons, but you 
are not a surgeon. I can see 
scalpels. . . . I want to say that 
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PuHARICH 
[Laughs] Agree. 


Have been interested in healing 
for years. 


I have experienced some of these 
healing things. 


For the past seven years I have 
been studying the work of the 
great Brazilian psychic surgeon 
and healer Arigo. Before Arigo 
died, there were plans under way 
for the building of a hospital for 
him, and there is tremendous 
prejudice against psychic surgery 
and healing. 


I am not a surgeon. 


I don’t understand that. 
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Mrs. Twice 


more can be done without those 
knives than can be done with 
them. 


I can only give it to you like that, 
and you can analyze it after- 
wards. Something ... I don’t 
know whether I can analyze the 
word . . . something about “fen- 
estration.” Is it a word? 


This was a different thing. Do 
you know what I am talking 
about? 


I'm glad you do, because I don’t. 
I want you to try to eliminate 
that word. 


Take it as I give it because I 
don’t want to interpret. I feel I 
want to test you to see how re- 
ceptive you are to the unseen 
powers with regard to healing. I 
want you to be very objective 
when you look at healing, but I 
want you to use it yourself. You 
are already doing this. I'm not 
talking about psychosomatic 
things; I am talking about real 
disabilities or diseases or infirmi- 
ties. Test this yourself, and if you 
cannot use your hands. ... Go 
on talking.... 


He’s an awfully cross man, isn’t 
he? You sidetrack me when you 
get irritated with me. I want you 
to use this power. If you can't 
utilize it in the form of placing 
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Yes, it is a word. It refers to an 
ear operation pioneered by Dr. 
Samuel Rosen. It was not suc- 
cessful but led to a later success- 
ful procedure. For the past ten 
years I have been working on 
mechanisms now being manufac- 
tured to enable those afllicted 
with nerve deafness to hear. 


Yes, I do. 


Or eliminate the operation, per- 
haps. 


Yes. This is a characteristic of my 
father, (At this point Mrs. Twigg 
had been interrupted by my fa- 
ther, who was irritable and 
wanted attention.) 
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your hands on the sick or any- 
body in great distress, will you 
try this mental healing, because I 
want to involve you in this, get 
you caught up in the way of 
true healing, not wishful-thinking 
stuff? Your father is not in the 
medical field, and there is another 
intelligence speaking through 
him. There is an extension of your 


father. 


Well, I ask you to keep careful 
records, as you have during the 
past seven years, because it will 
be of great use in the future. 


You go somewhere in the sum- 
mer where it is very, very hot. 
. . . It has something to do with 
healing. 


I have a query about this hot 
place where there is healing. It is 
not as it seems; do you under- 
stand that? I am looking at a pic- 
ture, and the picture isn’t com- 
plete; there are only pieces of it. 


But there is something growing 
there. It seems to have to do 
with a building of some kind. 
... There is a building being 
made for healing. 


Do go into this, but before you 
identify with it, I want you to 
look very cold-bloodedly at it. I 
want you not to be swayed by 
emotions. 


It seems that finances are forth- 
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For seven years I have been 
keeping careful records of the 
Arigo cases. 


I usually went to Brazil during 
the summer. 


That I understand. Neither Arigo 
nor other investigators could ever 
completely understand what was 
at work or why there was no in- 
fection, no scars—how the power 
was working. 


That is true. 


I understand that. 


I was not interested in the build- 
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coming, but it is the material I ing of the hospital. My interest 

want. It’s not the building I want was in the cases and following 

but the material. through on the research. But we 
didn’t. It was then too late be- 
cause Arigo was killed in an 
automobile accident before we 
could get there. 


Punanrica: Is my father still talking to you? 

Twice: Yes, but there is a higher intelligence speaking through 
your father, much wiser than your father. But it is your father 
who is relaying the information, and I am listening. 

Punaricu: Is there any way of finding out who the higher in- 
telligence is? 

Twice: Have you ever learned Spanish? 

Punanrics: A little bit, badly. 

Twice: I can see an operating table. Somebody with his head 
shaved on one side. I can see someone sawing or doing something 
with a horrid little thing on one side of the head, and it seems 
to be in an environment where you are either observing or doing 
something. The surgeon looks like a swarthy-looking man, the cast 
of features and the coloring of either a Spanish person or an Ital- 
ian. Can you link up with that man? 

Punaricn: I did observe precisely such an operation and in fact 
have a picture of it, And the description of Arigo is quite correct. 

Twice: I want to say that that is one of the intelligences that 
is helping you. 

Punanrics: Is he in life or on the Other Side? 

Twice: He is on the earth. That’s right, isn’t it, because the 
light is over there. 

Puuarica: Yes, that’s right. 

Twice: [Later in the sitting] You must have met Jim Pike’s 
children. [Puharich shook his head no.] Then you will meet them. 
I must be out of time here. Because I saw his family going towards 
you, but you have shaken hands with him. 

Ann Punanrica: Yes, I knew him. 

Twicc: Give him a little greeting, will you? He is here. 

Ann Punaricn: He didn’t like me to call him Bishop Pike. He 
preferred Jim. 


302 


FROM THE SITTERS 


Twice: Yes, it’s always Jim. I got smacked down the first time 
I met him, He says to wish you Godspeed in your work; do you 
understand that? It is fulfilling and rewarding; do you understand 
that? Could I give you his blessing and his encouragement? Do 
you understand that? 

Ann Punarics: Very well. 

Punaricu: Yes, I do understand. 

Twicc: Come on, Jim, you know this room very well. It was 
his second home; he used to drift in and out. He says “I like 
him because he’s got no religious bigotry or bias,” and he says, 
“Tll help you if you'll let me.” We'll sieve the wheat from the 
chaff together. You've got an ally in him. 


As the sitting was ending, Mrs. Twigg said that somebody 
called out, “Mary Ann.” The Puhariches understood who was 
meant. ... Mary Ann is the friend who works for the Bishop 
Pike Foundation and is part of the link with the bishop. 


PHILIP COMMUNICATES 


It is only on very rare occasions that Philip, Ena’s spiritual 
teacher, communicates with her sitters. He uses the medium’s 
body and voice to bring advanced teaching and enlightenment 
to those invited for this special occasion and purpose. His com- 
munications to the president and officers of the Spiritual Fron- 
tiers Fellowship are of heightened interest because of their rarity. 


ADVICE TO THE SPIRITUAL FRONTIERS 
FELLOWSHIP 


A small group of Spiritual Frontiers Fellowship officers met 
with Mrs. Twigg in August of 1970 for the purpose of receiving 
guidance for the organization. Philip, Ena Twigg’s spirit teacher, 
made it a rare occasion by coming through to advise the group, 
which included the Reverend Ross Sweeny, pastor of the 
Riverside Methodist Church, in Riverside, Illinois, the current 
president of SFF; his wife, Agnes Sweeny; William Holes, vice- 
president of the SFF; and Paul Wilkinson. 

Said Philip: “We wish you to form small dedicated units who 
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will sit in silent meditation and open themselves to their God, 
not for the sake of self but to understand what God is going to 
use them for more fully. We want very much to see a place situ- 
ated in your country where people can gather and foregather, 
be instructed and guided. They would be assisted by those who 
are sensitive enough to our world, in whatever capacity those 
sensitives can serve. It would be much more than a school or a 
church. It would be like a university.” 

“The blessing is already there, and the building is in the 
etheric already,” Philip said through Mrs. Twigg. “There is water 
running near this ground and it is high ground and there are 
mountains somewhere, right?” The group agreed. 

“My sons and my dear daughter, when you have this place 
solid on your earth, will you invite us into the interior of the 
building that we might strengthen, support, guide, instruct, and 
give what we know of wisdom .. . and all we have of love? 
These things are important. Keep faith. Keep in tune with 
the universal harmony. ... People have been caught up in a 
rhythm of destruction and materialism, and so our world 
dropped you as stars in your environment to shine.” 

At one point Mrs. Twigg said: “You feel the power around 
you. You feel the sense of belonging to your God, and Philip says, 
‘My children, if you knew the joy you give us giving us the op- 
portunity to speak to you in simple language. This is so treasured 
by us. Your world is so deaf. It does not feel the gentle per- 
suasion from our world. There is a better way, is there not, and 
Jesus said that he would not leave you comfortless, didn’t 
her eces 

“This is one joy in our world: If we find those who listen, 
take the little message to your heart and into your soul. Do you 
know what your soul isP You have found your souls. You know it 
is you. It is you. And the soul and the spirit welded together 
will forge onwards and upwards to new dimensions of under- 
standing.” 

In one segment of the sitting Philip spoke of Agnes Sweeny. 
“There is one who would long to teach and to give instruction, 
and he would be behind the lady,” he said. “Be aware, and the 
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words will be given to you after your prayer; and the door is 
open, and through it is the new insight, the new strength, the 
new courage.” 

Suddenly, partway through the sitting, a voice came through 
Mrs. Twigg, speaking with a strong foreign accent. It said: “I 
was a little boy who was killed in the Spanish War, and this lady 
not have me speak before, First peoples I have ever speaked to.” 


AGNES SWEENY: We are very happy to have you. 

Twicc/PEepro: I am Pedro and much happy, much happy, 
much good happiness. 

AcNEs SWEENy: You are joyful. 

Twicc/PEpro: Yes, and I have come to tell you something. I 
have come to make myself known to this Aunt Agnes lady. I come 
because I want you to know me. And I will not stay with this 
lady. I will come with you. 

AGNES SWEENY: Come with me, Pedro. 

Twicc/Pepro: Philip said to me—he is a wise old man and he 
said to me, “Come, little one, you make them speak, You speak 
to them. . . because you for son Agnes lady, and you go to altar 
in a church, you know, and you put little flowers for the children. 
I will help you, please.” When I was killed, I no longer had a 
body, and I was Catholic, you see? . . . And I do not know what 
to do without a body because the body was gone; it was broken 
up... the big bang. . . and the body was gone, and so I had 
a big job to wait to put myself together. And Philip said, “Now 
is the time; here they are.” . . . And I want you to pray for me. 


Pedro said he had a donkey with him. “Why not a donkey in 
our world? Because Jesus sat on a donkey, and if it is good 
enough for Jesus .. .” 

Pedro said again to come into the church and put flowers 
there, and “the children from my world will come and pray. This 
is what we try to do: make two worlds one.” 

When Pedro left, Philip came in to say, “That was a surprise, 
wasn't it? But it was necessary that you go nearer to him, have 
him as one of your helpers and supporters, a little child who 
knew little of love and little of life and much of poverty and 
much of fear. He has now found security, and he is now ready.” 


THE UNEXPLAINED 


Skeptics and nonbelievers often attribute the medium’s ability to 
produce information unknown to her to telepathy or clairvoy- 
ance. There remains, however, a large body of material, un- 
known to the sitter, which defies this explanation. 


THE GREEK RELATIONS 


Five years ago Mrs. Twigg told a woman sitter that she would 
hear from a branch of her family now in Greece. The sitter, who 
lived in Camberley, insisted that there was no branch of her fam- 
ily missing in Greece or anywhere else. This was chalked up as a 
miss. On September 18, 1970, the woman phoned Ena to tell her 
that the unknown Greek branch of the family had turned up, 
and her relatives were now visiting her. 


DIGGING UP A FAMILY SKELETON 
Mrs. Serafina Clark, founder-manager of the swinging London 
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restaurant Nick’s Diner, was very depressed after her fiancé 
died shortly before their planned marriage. A close friend sent 
her to Mrs. Twigg for comforting. Instead of the fiancé, Serafina’s 
grandmother came through with a message for Serafina’s mother 
which was incomprehensible to her at the time. 

“Tell your mother she didn’t fool me one bit,” her grandmother 
said. “There is nothing wrong with the tombstone, but I’m not 
there—nobody is.” 

Serafina almost forgot about this, since her fiancé started to 
communicate as soon as her grandmother cleared away. “But I 
was curious about it, and I asked my mother if she understood 
what Granny was saying,” Serafina said. 

“My mother confessed that Granny was right and that she was 
not in the grave under the tombstone marked with her name and 
date of birth and death. What had happened was that Granny 
died during the war, and Mother had her cremated. When the 
war was over, Mother's brother who had been living in Africa 
decided to come home for a visit and said he wanted to see 
“Mama’s grave.’ Well, my mother was in a panic because she had 
never told him that his mother had been cremated, so she 
rushed down to the village where their father was buried, got a 
stonecutter, and added her mother’s name and all the rest to the 
tombstone. It was really very funny that we found out about this 
through Mrs. Twigg. I had never known a thing about it before.” 


THE LOST RECEIPT 


Mrs. Allen S. Topping was on a tour of the Holy Land in April 
of 1962. Meanwhile her husband, president of the American 
Wholesale Hardware Co., had flown on to England. He was to 
pick up a car in Milan on April 19 (although his wife knew noth- 
ing of this) and planned to meet Gladys Topping in Rome on 
April 23. 

On April 16 Mrs. Topping received a call that her husband 
had had a heart attack in London, and she promptly caught a 
plane and flew to his bedside at the Savoy Hotel. He died on 
April 18 at 8 P.M. 
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Gladys Topping phoned Ena Twigg, whom she had visited 
in her home some months before. While they were trying to 
negotiate a time for an appointment, spirit messages came 
hurtling over the telephone from five of Mrs. Topping’s rela- 
tives in spirit, including her recently deceased husband. Allen 
Topping urged his wife to look at the bottom of his billfold for 
a document concerning a matter requiring immediate attention. 
When she did so, she found a receipt for a one-thousand-dollar 
deposit on a car that her husband was to have taken delivery 
of on the following day in Milan. Mrs. Topping notified the 
agency of her husband’s death, and the deposit was refunded. 


THE SCARF 


Stella Richards, of Floreat Productions, London, who works 
for famed comedian Harry Secombe, won the plaudits of the 
London theater world by producing her first Drury Lane hit 
show when she was only twenty-three years old. Her success was 
marred when her beloved young brother was killed in an auto 
accident in Australia. He was only eighteen. Stella was shattered. 
She was no more religious than the average young Londoner, 
but in her despair she visited Ena Twigg. 

“My brother communicated, and it was comforting,” Stella 
said. “He told me it was better this way, for he would have been 
hideously crippled and did not want to live that way. However, 
I am not sure that all of this—the whole communication— 
would have made such an impression on me except for one fact: 
In order to convince me of his identity, my brother reminded 
me of a scarf I had given him for a birthday present. He was 
very fond of that scarf, and he told me he had hidden it in the 
back of a certain drawer in a dresser. He told me to go home 
and look in the drawer, and there I would find the scarf. It was 
there—exactly as he had said—and since I did not know of this, 
and no one else in the world did, I was convinced that I had 
been talking with my brother,” 
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